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BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgir| 
and boarding school 
punishments 


£8 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor’s way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 
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BLUSHES FIVE £6 
A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her — 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle”. 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 


holiday. 
| BLUSHES SIX 
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Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
_ “Blushes Girls” is 
“fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 
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nee GIRL MEETS 
_ MR MIGGINS 





: corner cork tM H Henty -y Fultonby S 


extensive _ gardens Cynthia 


Harlow was still sitting on the — 


bench with one foot raised 


high to display the full extent — 


of two slim and shapely legs, 


eaeski she spoke she pushed 


eable a Gui resistaa 
| coral eek inner parts. All this, 





a. at and indeed what he 
had now, 


lurching forward, 
attempted to get his hands on. 
W hat to be frank, Cynthia had 
been deliberately displaying to 
Mr Miggins’ aroused eyes, 


namely that very essence ofher — 
ens peace’, that split 


adorned _with soft | lc 
. ne let you,’ she pronounced coyly.. 
_ ‘And also-you ghouldn t want 





quite bare due to the absence 
of knickers was now abruptly 
covered up by the skirt. 

But the chances were that 
this most delicious part of 
Cynthia would soon once more 
be revealed and indeed made 
available. For she calculated 


_ that Mr Miggins was now suffi- 


ciently on. the boil to De 


prepared to open his wallet and 
_ pay for certain esoteric plea- 
sures. Naturally, though, a girl 
~ did not want hands which had 


come straight from cleaning 


out old plant pots to be in — 
contact with that most inti 






How ced. Mr 


then with a reasonably clean 
towel. Breathing somewhat 


like a panting dog he came 
back to Cynthia who made a 


quick inspection of the 
scrubbed hands. 
‘TI don’t know that I should 


to do such things.’ 


‘Come on, young Cynthia _ 


urged the aroused gardener. 





| Mibaine 
went to his sink and made a big. 
show with soap and water, and > 





The continuation of the 
story of Valerie’s 
‘re-education’ at the hands 
of a certain Mr Fultonby. 


‘You know you love it.’ 
Cynthia would not admit to 
‘loving’ it, certainly not to Mr 
Miggins, or indeed to that new 
girl Valerie or to Mr Fultonby 
who in any case were not privy 
to the fact that she permitted 
such intimacies from _ the 
gardener. But it did give her a 
nice tinglé of excitement 
letting a member of the lower 
classes get his work-gnarled 


hands on her. The thought of 
what Mummy would think was: 
gcaly quite a turn-on. . 
‘How much’re you going to” - 
give me?’ she inquired sweetly. © 

- {it is:an-unfortunate fact that — 
some girls can get to know the 
_ value of what they’ve got ata 


very early age. 

“A pound, ventured Bert 
Miggins, though not too 
hopeful that this would get him 
very far. 

“You've got to be joking, Mr 
Miggins; you won't get much 


ofafeelforthatI cantellyou.I © 
am. not one of your common 
village girls, you know.’ 


‘Two pounds for the whole 


~ works then. With me ’and, I 
means.’ 


y his ecertain- 

ly . would’=not, allowed >> 
- anything “else... da 
“could only bé permitted.te a ~ waited until aft 
“proper gentleman, e.g., Mr. had had his ple 
fenry Fultonby. But yes, for ~ easily clai 


yy Mr Miggins might~be on hi 
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Two one-pound notes were 
handed over. Clutching them, 
Cynthia lay back on the bench 
and drew both legs up with 
raised knees spread in an aban- 
doned manner. Mr Miggins, 
bending over her, pushed 
Cynthia’s skirt back to her 
waist and slid an eager hand 
between silky thighs. Cynthia 
emitted an urgent’ gasp. 
Fingers explored and entered 
and then commenced a very 
expert massage. In no time at 
all Cynthia was grunting rhyth- 
mically and rocking her crotch 
against the busy fingers. 

A visitor from Mars, say, 
might be excused for asking 
why it was that Mr Miggins was 
paying for something which 
would seem to be at least as 
much for Cynthia’s enjoyment 
as for his own - but that, happi- 
ly or otherwise, is the way it 
can be with desirable young 
ladies. Cynthia’s orgasm was 
not long in coming, for she had 
a short fuse when expertly 
handled and rpg a Bert 


gardener, 


certain areas he ney cee on 
what he was doing. “Perhaps 


that is what they mean by 
having ‘green fingers.’ 

When she was finished 
Cynthia pushed Mr Miggins’ 
hand away. But Mr Fultonby’s 
sturdy retainer was not yet 
ready to call it a day, complai- 
ning that he had not had his 
full £2’s worth. He would, he 
said, finish up by giving 








Cynthia a little spanking. 

She protested but not too 
desperately as he moved to his 
chair and pulled her over his 
lap. Having your bare bum 
spanked by a member of the 
proletariat was also a turn-on, 
even though it could hurt. 
Cynthia wriggled and yelped, 
feeling Mr Miggins’ throbbing 
bulge pressing urgently against 
her soft belly. The hand kept 
coming crisply down; and then 
by way of variety slid firmly in 
between her hot thighs. 

She gave a strangled yell, 
and immediately started thrus- 
ting rhythmically against the 
hand in much the same way as 
she had five minutes earlier 
when on her back on the 
bench. Cynthia climaxed, for 
the second time, just before 
Bert Miggins reached his own 
satisfying conclusion. 

Meanwhile, in the house, 
Henry Fultonby had also just 
finished his first disciplinary 
session with the new girl, 
Valerie. The cane vigorously 
applied to her pertly pretty 16- 


year old bottom and then what, © 


if you weren’t used to it, was an 





equally breath-stopping 
massage afterwards. With a 
dismissive smack to _ her 


bottom, Valerie was told she 
could go outside until lunch 
time; she would probably find 


Cynthia somewhere out there. — 
Quite devastated by what had ~ 
el : sy 


happened, ‘ao was. on 
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- Fultonby. ) 
a They met on the lawie 
Cynthia feeling nice and 
sprightly, thank-you very 
much, and Valerie decidedly 
the worse for wear. Cynthia 
asked brightly about the 
caning which she knew the 
new girl would have had. 
‘When you’re not used to it it 
can really make you feel sick, I 
know. 

Valerie did feel sick. They 
sat under a magnificent copper 
beech tree. In the distance Mr 
Miggins was now to be seen 
dutifully trundling his wheel- — 
barrow. Everything looked 
quite idyllic and it was really 
difficult to believe that those 
horrendous happenings had 
just taken place in Mr Fulton- 
by’s. study. Considerately 
Cynthia offered to rub Vale- 
rie’s bum for her. It would ease 
the soreness, she said. But 
Valerie said no thanks. 

‘I ’spect he'll give you 





understanding dawned. 





_another one, before tea or just 


_ jastinots” a 


pila said ey. 


alter, 
I said.’ 

‘Softening up for what? 
asked Valerie. 

‘Oh you know: 
every man wants from a girl. 
Beasts, aren’t they? Not Mr 
Fultonby of course, he’s not a 
beast. But most of them. Mr 
AE for instance. Mr 
very : ‘beastly 


For he moment ee 


wasn’t too worried about Mr 


- Miggins and his instincts. It : 
| was Mr Pate ‘What a about 





want?® 
‘It. | told you.’ 
Valerie’s eyes widened as 


‘Yes, said Cynthia. ‘But 


| wnt 





like | say I wouldn’t call it 
beastliness with Mr Fultonby. 
He’s really super. You'll like it. 
Why, havent you done it 
before? 

‘Nof gasped Valerie, who 


truly hadn't done it before; she © 


had’t even thought very much 
about doing it. Like Mummy 
said, as she conveniently 
forgot her own little lapses 
with ‘Mr Smith’ and others, 
doing /t was for marriage and 


‘should definitely be kept for 


your husband. 
‘Its very good for you, 
Meted Cynthia. Be) you 


Nas a girl should really be 


doing it by 16 for her health. 

Its a natural function; Mr 

Fultonby will tell you that.’ 
Valerie could ye believe | 





day or two to her Mi 


had Just nee said outside and 
a se 





quite free of ry beta 
Cynthia’s was too but what did — 
that prove? With any luck 


Mummy would re 


home. But before then...? 


They went into lunch, a 
salad prepared by Mrs Douglas 
who asked | thy ll ‘Had a 





their poder. hen nad some- 
thing to Cynthia which Valerie 


didnt catch. Cynthia licked 


her lips in a sexy way. Over 
lunch Mr Fultonby said he 
wanted to see Cynthia after- 


wards. Valerie, recalling what 


look 






. to come 


fo. felt her face colou- 
t ring. Was Mr Fultonby going 
; todo it to Cynthia again? 








Whatever he was going to 


as at least it wouldn't be her 
and so she was spared a bit 


longer from another awful 
caning. Mr 
_ Valerie 
Miggins. When their host left 
the 
Cynthia rolled her eyes in a 
7 most suggestive way. After- 


Fultonby © said 
was to help Mr 


table for a moment, 


wards, before going off with 
Mr Fultonby, she managed to 
whisper, ‘Remember: Mr 
Miggins has got very beastly 
instincts!’ 

Valerie gulped out but 
surely he couldn’t be worse - or 
even as bad - as Mr Fultonby, 
gentleman or not. 

‘You'll probably find Mr 


-Miggins in the potting shed, I 


shouldn’t wonder, advised 
Mrs Douglas. 

It was over ina far corner of 
the grounds screened by some 
shrubs. In less than 24 hours at 
Mr Fultonby’s establishment 
Valerie had noticed the potting 
J alere Mole ametslemer-cemelemucr:tie)emce 
go there before. A _ nice 
secluded little hidey-hole for 
Mr Miggins where he could do 
more or less what he wanted. 


Like, as we have seen, get his 


hands on his employer’s young 
ladies. Now, after his lunch- 
time sandwiches, Bert Miggins 


was seated comfortably_in his 


chair puffing atehis pipe and ~ 


serenely contemplating lifé™® 
including the. morning's 
encounter with Cynthia - when 
Valerie knocked at the door. 

He got smartly to Dis feet... 
The tentative ” nature | of the 


anyone other than the new y girl 


- whose acquaintance Bert 
Miggins had not yet made 
though he was eager to do so. 


Yes indeed! ‘Come in! -he 


~welcomeda large and rustic- 


looking spider ‘confronting’ a 
delicious young fly. ‘Come in, 
‘Missy. You must be our new 
- young girlie.” 

Valerie explained that she 
had been told to help. She 
stood hesitantly just inside the 
door. Here she was s alone with 


this man who according to 
Cynthia had ‘very beastly 
instincts’, while she for her part 
was free of knickers under her 
dress - a fact which Mr Miggins 
could be very well aware of. 
Bert Miggins was indeed 
aware of this, for Mr Fultonby 
always insisted on the ‘no 
knickers’ rule when girls were 
about the house. He licked his 
lips: she was another very tasty 
specimen. You had to hand it 





























the face, he again came tight up 
against Valerie’s back where 
her dress was still up round her 
waist. Leaning over her, descri- 
ing the pot cleaning opera- 
ons, Mr Miggins’ hands 
emed to be everywhere, 
almost it seemed in front and 
behind at the same time. He 
seemed to be rocking himself 
against her again but Valerie’s 
mind was still not working 
properly, almost as if the 
powerful tobacco odour had 
narcotized her, and she just 
wasn t sure what was happe- 
ning. Then it seemed Mr 
Miggins made a sort of groa- 
ning sound and after that he let 


* 







ottom. And in addition to that 
was the fact that Mr Miggins 
had straight away cupped two’ 

large sinewy hands round 



















protected as they w 
protected was the wort 










else. His hands were 
_ Squeezing her breasts a 






_ about. Then — 








go of her and went over to the 
corner of the room where his 
sink was. 

With her mind clearing 
now, Valerie realised her dress 
was all rucked up at the back. 
She pulled it down, conscious 
that her bottom was bare. As 
She did so she felt she was all 
wet and sticky. It was hot in the 
potting shed and she must have 
been perspiring, she thought. 
She carried on cleaning out the 


pots as Mr Miggins had 
Showed her. Miraculously he 
seemed to have _ suddenly 


stopped all that groping and 


rubbing up against her. 
* *K . * 















were drawn nomi the bright § 
early aftérnoon sunst ine: ‘but ae 
- slight gap tn the centre 2 
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Valerie’s memory of events 
in the shed was a bit hazy. He 
had certainly made her sit on. 
his lap and had squeezed her 
breasts in a not very nice way. 
And then at the work bench... 

She broke off her thoughts 
to listen to what Cynthia was 
saying. Describing what Mr 
Miggins had tried to do to her. 
Got her up against the work 
bench and pulled her skirt up at 
the back. She didn’t have any 
knickers on, of course. Valerie 
listened in increasing horror as 
Cynthia went on to describe in 
graphic detail exactly what Mr 
Miggins had then attempted. 
She now saw her own experi- 
ence in a new light; as if 
someone had suddenly wiped 
away mist from a window. Mr 
Miggins’ hands, which had 
seemed capable of being both 
in front and behind Valerie at 
the same time... And _ that 
stickiness... Valerie felt 
suddenly sick. 

‘Of course I pretty soon 
| made him cut that out,’ stated 
_ Cynthia primly. ‘But that’s 
- what a lot of these men like Mr 
Miggins are like. Wanting to 
do all kinds of things to nice 
middle-class girls. You have to 
be on your guard.’ | 

Valerie felt like weeping. 
‘Should soon be teatime,” said 
Cynthia. ‘I’m starving.’ 

— (‘Dodyvouw think. ‘that a 
could have a bath?’ queried 
Valerie doing her Best to keep 
_ fer voice firm. 

| ‘Why not? el way tea 
Sight be a bit late if Mr Fulton- 
_ by’s taking a nap.’ Cynthia gave 
a coarse laugh. ‘Resting after 
the enjoyment of his pleasu- 
tes. 








Valerie certainly did not 
feel like pursuing that line of 
| discussion. She got up. [... I 

oS cS a think TIl have a quick bath. ] 


. ef a | & | feel all... all sticky,’ she 


yl |. a, - _ a finished weakly, 
pronounced Cynthia. a, ‘It is sticky with all this 
2 = * reall wilting = = + + eat; Cynthia agreed. She 











| ‘No, I don't think you’ re ~ lifted her skirt, flapping it up to 
Q supposed to water theminthe her waist. ‘But I’m also star- 
hot sun, said Valerie. ‘It’s too ving. Doing a certain thing 
much of a shock. You wait till makes me really hungry.’ 
|. .blue sky over Lower Grinds the evening and then do it. After tea, when Cynthia 
Ps leham i in the county of Suffolk. i _ certainly showed a very heal- 
. | thy appetite, Mr Fultonby said 
he. wanted to see Valerie again. 
Cynthia. gave another eye- 
. rolling performance behind his 
_back. In his study Henry said, 
‘Time for another little disci- 
plinary session I think, young 
sakes 
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Valerie protested that she 
hadn’t done anything. Henry 
smilingly agreed that this 
might be so but the discipline 
was required for general 


hope that Mummy’s letter 
might arrive tomorrow saying 
that she could come home and 
all this awful business would 


just be a bad memory. She 


clutched at this thought whilst 


improvement and was not 
ific fault. ‘Over 

days youre 

fyite regularly, 

at, well, we’ll 

it’s quite 


she did as Mr Fultonby told 
her. Not up om the desk on her 
back this time, but almost as: 
bad if not as bad. Kneel on a 
leather-covered stool, about 14 
inches high, and put her 
hands down on the floor and 
then lower her body until her 


alerie had 
desperate 


wh thee 


aoe 


aly wait for the full 
njoyment of her. Indeed it 
had been the excited arousal 


head was down on the carpet as 
well. Valerie was upside down 
with her bottom high in the air. 
Mr Fultonby flipped her dress 
back so that it fluttered down 


about her head. Cringingly she 
knew that her high-arched 
buttocks were quite bare. 
Henry reached out his hand 
gently to stroke the pale moons 
which still bore marks from the 
morning’s caning. A choice 
young lady with a delectably 
choice bottom and Henry real- 


- ate) 


senetates By his morning 
caning of her which had neces- 

a Cynthia to his 
Phat extra after- 
Bsi6m. A cording to 
liss, Valerie was 


m 


om 
































































much experience, could be 
overcome and then the plea- 
sure was that much the greater. 
The cane was an extremely 
effective agent-in overcoming 
shyness. The cane followed by 
a nice show of affection for the 
distressed recipient. 

And so in the pleasantly 
cool confines of his study 
Henry proceeded to apply his 
long thin rattan; to those firm 
pale globes and to the upper 
rear surfaces of the slimly 
rounded thighs. Nice fresh red 
stripes to go with the darkening 
ones of the morning. The 
delectable bottom jerked and 
bucked, not at all happy with 
what was happenin | 
from the b O1 
the carpet 
sounds. shaded shrill vole and 
cries, and sobs. 
Henry's study had naturally 
seen and heard all this, or 
something vey like it, many 
times before. 
With it 12 rattan’s work 
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flowered dress fell back into 
position to co er that smarting 
bare bottom and at the same 
time reveal the tearful face. 
Henry drew the. exquisitely 
distressed girl to him. Arms 
went round the shaking slim 
shoulders. Firm young pointed 
breasts, confined under the 
single thin es 
eas 








Potato: 


ee 








utteres words of comfort bad 
solace. =. | | 

Later that evening over a 
game of scrabble, Cynthia 
asked, ‘How’s it going?’ Mr 
Fultonby was. in his study 
doing some vriting. Valerie 





lm! 













kissed anyone like that, not 
man or boy, and the thought 
_ gave her goose-pimples. And ~ 
ae she wasn'tready todo © 
it. Mr Fultonby was not unat- 
_ tractive, for an older man, but 
the thought of doing it, even if 
‘it did Basten bos ana was 
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pyjamas on and was about to 
get into bed. He said he had 
looked in to see if she was all 
right; then he made Valerie 
take her pyjama bottoms off 
again. For a moment she 
thought she was going to get 
her third caning of the day but 
that didn’t happen as Mr 
Fultonby said he wanted to 
inspect Valerie’s bottom. He 
sat on her bed and made her 
get over his lap, face down, as 
he had after that caning in the 
morning. Mr Fultonby ran his 
hand gently over Valerie’s bare 
bottom, stroking it. And then 
he did what he had also done in 
the morning after the caning - 
put his hand between her legs 
and took hold of her. 

Valerie started crying. Not 
that what Mr Fultonby was 
now doing hurt because it 
didn’t, but it was just too awful 
having his hand there and on 
top of everything else it was 
simply too much and all she 
could do was cry. As she cried 
Mr Fultonby’s voice, soft and 
understanding oof young 


females, told her to be a good 
girl and open her legs nicely. It 
was quite devastating what he 
was doing but-it was also a rela- 
xation from all the tension and 
Valerie couldn’t help herself; 
she started reacting to it, her 
hips automatically rocking 
against Mr Fultonby’s hand. 
She couldn’t stop herself and 
that made it even worse and 
made her-ery even more. She 
was sobbing and gasping as Mr 
Fultonby brought her to a 
climax. 

After she’d finished he 
stood her on her feet and put 
his arms round her. ‘There, 
that was what we needed, 
wasn’t it?’ Mr Fultonby said. 
Valerie just went on sobbing. 

Mr Fultonby made her 
drink the cocoa he had brought 
and: somehow she managed to 
get it down without choking. 
After that he helped Valerie 
into bed, then bent down and 
kissed her on the mouth. She 
remembered what Cynthia had 
said. Stick your tongue in his 
mouth. Valerie didn’t do it but 
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instead Mr Fultonby did it to 
her. Pushed his_ tongue 
between the soft trembling lips 
and right into her mouth. 
Valerie didn’t resist, but for a 
moment thought she was going 
to choke just like with the 
cocoa. 

Valerie intended to get up 
early and get the post but she 
slept soundly - perhaps her 
body feeling it needed rest 
after all the excitement - and 
she was only woken at 9 o’clock 
by Cynthia bursting in shou- 
ting, ‘Hey! A letter for you, 
lazy dog!’ 

It was from Mummy all 
right, Valerie could recognise 
the writing. She grabbed it with 
trembling hands and tore it 
open. The words were at first a 
blur, her eyes reluctant to 
focus after the abrupt awake- 
ning. Then it cleared. Her 
mind put the words together. 
Valerie’s heart started thum- 
ping. She re-read it. 
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face, said no. So that was all 

They went into Mr Fulton- 
by’s bedroom right after lunch. 
ie had a big double bed, like 
everyone else it seemed. It felt 
funny, being in bed in the after- 
_ | +. noon, and also not having any 
: as of clothes on, not even pyjamas. 
: | Valerie was scared, quite natu- 
rally, it being her first time but 
_ aos oo it turned out OK. It hurt a bit of 
how long Daddy was going to Mr Fultonby smiled. course but you expect that the 
be away. All at once Valerie don’t suppose anyone wants i first time. It was a tight fit but 
was quite certainthatMummy Valerie.’ It was still morning, — Mr Fultonby managed. Mr 
wasn’t with Mrs Carrington, about 12.30, and Henry was Fultonby ‘ot very excited 
she w ith that Mr Smith intending to strike once more _ indeed, grunting and groaning. 
somewhere. Letting him doit before lunch. And _ then He didn’t take long to finish 
vas just as well as it was: 
it and also hurting. But 
ia said the first time 



















that but as she said it 
thing crystallised in 
Those horrible 



















SG 
‘e 


oe 






youthful recitl 
and a half later, 

















































fS 

























all the time. Please, 
Sie couldn’ t actuals 



















or again. In that cosy sanc- 
 tiary: Bert Miggins was again 
opening his wallet as Cynthia, 
odo once more, told him firmly 
that you certainly could not 
expect that sort of thing for 
free from. snails ore It was 









he ae ave: t 
= mete =: = perfingss: hee 
Hol AGC O: And there was also 











= ie of th jem oe “talking 
to ether ert knew she'd want © 






one hand 
ween her baccaible t to ‘resist. 


@herlegsto END 







































a etn hee ei eee = 


neo 


ay) 
NPVs 


(int 


| 
| 





ave you thought any 

more about taking 

onashop? Iam sure 
that if you take the plunge you 
will not regret it. If you can set 
yourself up like we did not only 
will you have a_ full 
time interest but you will feel 
ten years younger simply by 
having young girls around you. 
Don’t worry too much about 
the early mornings — if you do 
what I do you can get your 
husband to do most of the early 
chores — just let him choose 
some of the girls to do the 
paper rounds! Taking on the 
shop, as we did, when we had 


both just reached — dare I say it 
— the age of forty, was a real 
tonic. In just six years we feel 
we have everything we need to 
make us want to get up in the 
mornings; I know I have. 
Thank you for that lovely 
colour photo of your two girls. 
I can’t believe that Valerie is 
nearly seventeen, though she 
has certainly filled out around 
the hips, hasn’t she? Amanda 
is surprisingly full bodied too 
for a girl of sixteen. I bet they 
haven’t stayed out late again 
after that little session. I don’t 
know whether it is the light in 
your room but I just can’t seem 


to get that shade of red that you 
ave put into their cheeks. 
Three times now I have 
attempted to produce the same 
colour on the bums of my 
paper girls but, after I get them 
deep red, they seem to go dull 
and the glowing colour that 
you have achieved eludes me. 
I could see in the picture 
that you had used a strap; you 
must let me know where I can 
get one of the same quality. | 
have come to the conclusion 
that, as they are your own 
daughters, you may treat them 
a little more leniently thanI do 
my girls. Still, another new girl 
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has joined me and when I am 
able to decently initiate her I 
will try the new strap that I sent 
for from one of the London 
stockists. 

The new girl’s name is 
Marion, by the way and she is 
just sixteen. Her bottom 
appears to be full but firm, as 
they say. I’ve not yet had the 
opportunity to mention to her 
the normal arrangements 
whereby all deductions are in 
terms of ability to sit down 
rather than monetary ones. 
She doesn’t make too many 
mistakes; but one is enough at 
the right time! I am really 
looking forward to her! 


As you know most of my 
girls have graduated to the 
hair-brush — or to be absolute- 
ly correct — my long clothes- 
brush. I believe that the rotund 
bottoms that we favour need 
what I like to call ‘deep heat’. I 
may be wrong but I’m all for 
experiment. 

There really is nothing like 
the first time that you take 
them over your lap when they 
are still a little trembly. If they 
have never been spanked 
before, you have to both calm 
them and prepare them, 
without unduly alarming 
them. I never get blase about it, 
and every time is slightly diffe- 
rent. It is important to unders- 
tand the young girl who, forthe 
first time in her life, is about to 
have her bottom tanned by a 
person whois, to her after all, a 
stranger, even if of the same 
sex and a person she respects. 
One rule I do observe is that 
jeans are not ladylike and will 
come off straight away. All 
skirts are either removed or 
raised before I take them over 
my knees. 

Regarding their knickers; if 
they are still wearing the 
thicker school type, I find not 
only do they have to come 
down right from the start but 
that type of girl usually expects 
me to take them down. Of 
course, most girls today wear 
much more flimsy nylon 
panties which certainly don’t 
have to be lowered to enable 
me to both progress her to the 
point where the tears begin to 
flow, and then take her on until 
the heat of her bottom will 
remind her, for several hours, 
that she has had her bottom 
smacked. If, when I adjust her 
over my knee, I spend a few 
minutes adjusting her skirt or 
blouse above her waist and | 
can prompt her to some remark 
or plea not to take her panties 
down, then that is all that I 
need to know that she has 
considered it a strong possibili- 
ty. They certainly will be taken 
down — after I have had a little 
fun by letting her think her 
modesty will be preserved. I do 
feel that girls who wear silky 
nylon panties know they look 
sexy and quite deserve to have 
them removed anyway. 

In case you think ’'m not 
sympathetic and caring about 
the girls in my charge I'll tell 
you how I handled young 


Susan: when I explained that 
she would not want to lose half 
her earnings due_to a silly 
mistake and that there was an 
alternative, she brightened up, 
until I explained what I 
would do to her in the back 
room. _.She , became very 
nervous, and as I led her in 
there by the hand, I could feel 
it trembling. I sat down and 
stood her in front of me, so that 
I could comfort her with my 
arms around her waist and my 
hands down her cheeks. I 
spoke to her gently until she 
became a little calmer, and 
then I said, “Are you ready 
now, Susan?” she mumbled a 
weak. Yes. so | cased her 
down onto my lap and began to 
raise her dress. She was 
wearing school knickers, which 
hugged her lovely bottom 
beautifully, but would have to 
come down as =I. have 
explained. The only problem 
was, Susan was a very sensitive 
girl and as soon as I got them 
around her thighs, her legs 
began to shake with nervous 
tension. The only thing to do 
was pull then up again and wait 
until she felt that the situation 
was under her control. I there- 
fore told her that there was no 
hurry and when she was ready 
she could either push them 
down herself or ask me to 
remove them for her. I think I 
waited about ten minutes, 
listening to her sniffles accom- 
panied by little kicks of her 
legs, until she made the effort 
to bare her own _ bottom, 
showing that she had accepted 
the inevitable and was 
prepared to show all, and 
suffer, to please me. 

I must admit, now, that she 
was well worth waiting for, and 
in consideration for her 
feelings I spanked gently for 
short periods, giving her long 
pauses for the glow to spread, 
but made up for it in the long 
term by covering every square 
inch of what were quite subs-. 
tantial cheeks. Before long her 
legs were kicking and she 
began squirming but no tears 
began even though the entire 
surface of her bum was deep 
red. I admit I was puzzled until 
I stopped and opened her legs a 
little, initially trying to find a 
paler area to smack, when [| 
found that she was very moist. 
I’m ashamed to admit that 
when I discovered this I 


wanted to get my hair-brush, 
which I always avoid in the 
early stages. Instead, I let her 
up and pulled her to me 
between my legs and, hugging 
her said, *There, there: that 
wasn’t so bad now, was it?” She 
murmured and hugged me 
tight. All I had to do was put 
one hand on her bottom and 
the other I used to sooth 
between her legs. She relaxed 
completely and I was able to 
fondle her glowing cheeks 
without a word of protest. 

I’ve had her now for three 
years and you wouldn’t believe 
how much she has developed — 
or half the things she will do for 
me now. Although I did 
graduate her to the clothes- 
brush she does not get it regu- 
larly because she simply does 
not need it. I should say that 
Susan is the exception though. 
Most of my girls are given no 
choice and when I have 
decided to try a variation in my 
technique I choose the most 
suitable girl and await the 
correct moment to give her the 
treatment on which I have 
decided. 

The room I use is both 
comfortably furnished and 
Suitably lit to make it cosy. 
Since I received the photo- 
graph of your two girls with 
their rosy bottoms, I have had a 
spotlight added to enable me 
to better examine my results 
both during and post spanking. 
Often, ‘when | have just 
finished a particularly vigorous 
bum warming and can feel the 
amazing heat that radiates 
froma freshly spanked bottom, 
I wonder what it really feels 
like to be the owner of the two 
fleshy globes that will not cool 
down — knowing that you have 
just been made to give a truly 
entertaining performance as 
you try to contain the stimulus 
which seems to insist that you 
do the most immodest things 
as your thighs try to remove 
your bottom from the smart. 

I do find that every time I 
take down a young girl’s 
knickers she automatically 
rejects the implication that she 
is subject only to my authority, 
hence, at least to begin with, 
she will attempt to maintain 
her composure. Of course, it is 
not very long before the 
regular application of hard 
brush back to soft feminine 
bottom begins the process 


which starts her wriggling as 
the smart increases and she 
becomes more tender. Not 
long after this she will start 
making involuntary gasping 
noises. These will increase, as 
will her movements, which will 
become more uncontrolled 
and jerky. It’s only a short time 
then until the tears begin to 
flow. It is now only necessary 
to keep her bottom tender with 
occasional smacks and she will 
continue to sob for as long as I 
think her punishment requires. 

It is now, when she begins 
to feel contrite, that she will 
say almost anything I ask if I 
punctuate my sentences with 
smacks to. her throbbing 
bottom. I normally expect her 
to apolgise, for needing the 
spanking, at this point. | now 
take time to study the beautiful 
colouring of her bottom and I 
always like to feel the heat for 
myself, as I cup her globes in 
my palms. 

She will have calmed 
slightly during this time so I 
finish her off witha short series 
of extremely hard strokes, to 
both cheeks, to restore the fires 
in her flaming posterior and 
remove any suggestion that I 
stopped spanking her because 
she apologised. By giving her 
the hard ones just before [ let 
her up I am able to see, from 
the way she screws up her face 
as she pulls up her knickers, 
whether she is still sore or 
whether she is beginning to 
develop any immunity to the 
brush. 

I usually make a cup of tea 
at this point to help restore the 
normal relationship that we 
have, and I like to mention 
how muchIam restoring to her 
wages as a fully paid debt. The 
girl will probably be more inte- 
rested in trying to soothe her 
bottom as she tries to sit still 
but she will appreciate the 
need for her tanning in mone- 
tary terms. As soon as she 
manages to dry her eyes I can 
get her to sign the receipt book 
against the entry — one hair- 
brushing. This book is useful 
when I am introducing a new 
girl to the system. 

Well Ruth, I hope I have 
whetted your appetite again. If 
you do decide to take up my © 
suggestion [TIl be only too 
pleased to help you get started. 

Regards. 

Bunny 
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German provincial town. The 
A year is 1936. In the square the 

flags flutter briskly in the clear 
May air: red, white and black, and the 
swastika emblems, insignia of the Brave 
New World. Insignia of a nation strong 
and sure of itself, and prepared to go to 
war if necessary for its perceived rights. A 
nation strong and disciplined. 

In an office in an imposing building 
fronting onto the square, that message of 
discipline was being repeated this bright 
May morning by a State doctor to his 
young visitor. ‘Discipline, Fraulein. 
There will be much discipline for you in 
the Reich Girls. But discipline is good: 
you must accept it willingly, for yourself 
and for the State.’ 

The Reich Girls, or more formally the 
Reich League of Girlhood, was the elite 
State girls’ group and Dr Streicher’s 
visitor, Margit Hoffman, had two days 
ago received an invitation to join. She was 
just 16, tall for her age and of pure blonde 
Aryan appearance: a pretty girl with two 
thick golden plaits reaching almost to her 
waist. It was this impeccable German 
beauty which had now resulted in her 
invitation to become a member of the 
Reich Girls — that impeccable appear- 
ance and also her impeccable record from 
school. For only a carefully chosen few 
ever received, at 16 or 17, that cherished 
invitation to join. 

It was quite simply the highest honour 
a German girl could hope for an naturally 
Margit, and her parents as well, had been 
overjoyed when the letter with the invita- 
tion had arrived. The letter had contained 
as well an appointment to see Dr 
Streicher, because a full medical exami- 
nation was first necessary before the invi- 
tation could be made final. 

Margit’s clear blue eyes met those of 
Dr Streicher. “The discipline will be a 
privilege, Herr Doctor. As you say it is all 
for the good of our State.’ 

The Doctor, a middle-aged man in a 
white coat with sharp eyes behind rimless 
spectacles, was obviously pleased with 
the girl’s positive response. ‘Good, Frau- 
lein Margit! You will do well. And now 
please remove all the clothes. Except you 
may retain your knee socks.’ 

The members of Reich Girls had to be 
perfectly formed and in perfect health: 
they were after all the very flower of 
German maidenhood. So the fact that she 
had to be examined did not come as a 
surprise to Margit. With a slight flush to 
her pretty cheeks her hands went to her 
hip, to the fasteners of her grey calf- 
' length skirt. She stepped out of it, then 
unfastened the little mother-of-pearl 
buttons down the front of her pink 
blouse. The blouse came off; then her 
white slip and her shoes. 

Now in only brief white bra and 
knickers and her white knee socks she 
glanced at the Doctor. 
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‘And the rest please, Fraulein. A full 
physical examination is necessary for all 
new Reich Girls.’ 

Pink-faced, Margit slipped off the bra, 
to reveal firm high pink-nippled breasts. 
Then with a deft movement the white 
knickers were slid down. She stepped out 
of them, then made herself stand straight 
with hands at her sides. She was nude 
now except for the white socks — and very 
conscious of her bare breasts and that 








neat blonde Aryan bush down below. 

The Doctor stepped forward. Margit 
gave a gasp as a hand reached out and 
took hold of her pussy. He squeezed it 
briefly, then told her to turn. Gratefully 
She did, to present those thick blonde 
braids hanging down her dimpled back 
and, below, the tightly-buttocked back- 
side. The Doctor’s hand took hold of one 
firm bottom cheek, squeezing again. 

‘Yes Fraulein: very good. And this 
part of you, as you will know, this fine 
young German bottom, will be receiving 
the discipline that I spoke of. Girls in the 
Reich Girls always have plenty of disci- 
pline on the bottom. Although I should 
say also the backs of the thighs as well; 
that is an area which some of the instruc- 
tors prefer to work on. Have you in fact 
experience of the cane before, Fraulein?’ 

‘No, Herr Doctor.’ Margit tried not to 
shiver. | 

‘Ah, then as I say, you will have to 
learn to welcome it. The cane and the 
strap are essential in the training of a 
Reich Girl.’ 

The hand let go of her bottom and 
then both hands came round and took 
hold of Margit’s breasts. Fingers and 
thumbs rubbed and tweaked the soft pink 
nipples, and she flushed red as they 
became firm and turgid. 

‘Yes, young lady, you have indeed an 
excellent body. I can see no problem. But 
now we must examine - the orifices. Turn 
again please.’ 

Margit turned to face him, and was 
made to open her full-lipped mouth wide 
while Dr Streicher peered inside. Then 
his fingers went in. Fingers with a rather 


unpleasant antiseptic taste which probed 
and prodded. Finally Dr Streicher 
expressed satisfaction with that, and 
Margit was told to get up on his examina- 
tion couch. On hands and knees and with 
her legs spread. 

Margit got up into position on the 
table. In front of her the Doctor put ona 
white rubber glove and then spread 
cream over the middle finger. He moved 
round behind... | 

‘Keep calm,’ advised Dr Streicher, 
with his other hand in the small of her 
back holding her still, ‘but we must check 
everything, of course.’ 

After some little time the finger came 
out and Dr Streicher removed the glove. 
And then his hand came back, in between 
Margit’s legs from behind again but this 
time after something else. He took hold 
of her pussy, stroking it, then opening the 
lips. And then the finger, this time not 
gloved, was again up inside Margit. Once 
more, sweating, she gritted her teeth as 
the finger explored... and again slid in and 
out... 

At last this second ordeal was over. 
She could climb down. 

‘Very good!’ Dr Streicher was 
somewhat pink in the face. ‘Everything is 
satisfactory and you are of course a Virgin. 
Naturally only virgin girls can become 
members of Reich Girls.’ 

Margit, still hot and flustered from 
what he had done, looked hopefully at 
her clothes piled on a chair, but the 
Doctor had not quite finished. 

‘As you have not had the cane at all, 
Fraulein, I think I might give you a little 
preliminary initiation in that regard. Yes, 
I think that will be a very good idea. And 
we can see what a brave and disciplined 
German girl you can be.’ 

Margit was told to stand behind the 
straight-backed chair which held her 
clothes, and bend her nude body forward 
on the back, with arms and head down in 
the seat. Trembling but obedient, she 
complied... as Dr Streicher fetched a 
three-foot rattan cane from his cupboard. 

He ran his hand over the bare out- 
thrust bottom, then tap-tapped the cane 
across it. A pause... and then a desparate 
biting sting as the cane whipped viciously 
down in a juddering THWACK! There 
was no particular display of discipline as 
Margit let out a gasping cry, with her 
bottom jerking and dancing. 

‘Keep the position, Fraulein!’ barked 
the Doctor’s precise voice. The pale 
bottom now displayed a pair of close 
parallel bright red lines transversely 
across its centre. There was another 
pause... and then another THWACK! A 
second viciously’ stinging impact. 
Another gasping yelp with accompanied 
desparate writhings. 

There were six altogether. Leaving six 
of those tightly parallel bright red stripes 
on Margit’s soft pale bottom. Eyes glea- 


ming, Dr Streicher stood the shaking girl 
upright and turned her to face him. She 
was crying, her body trembling. He put an 
arm round the slim shoulders. 

‘Do not worry, my dear: Iam sure you 
did your best. And proper discipline will 
of course come with training. But now 
you are a Reich Girl, a very very special 
German girl. And therefore we will now 
have a glass of our incomparable German 
wine to celebrate this notable day.’ 

Dr Streicher fetched a bottle of Rhine 


wine and two glasses. Wiping her eyes 


Margit sipped the cold white wine — still 
dressed in only her white socks and still 
with the six red stripes on her bottom. 
She was given a second glass. The smart 
in her bottom became somewhat less, as 
the wine got to her. 

And then, somehow, with her head 
spinning, she was sitting on Dr Strei- 
cher’s lap. He was telling her about the 
marvellous life of a Reich Girl — as his 
hand caressed and stroked her bare 
breasts. And then, still talking, softly, 
hypnotically, his face rather red, his hand 


went between Margit’s legs again. 

After the unaccustomed wine it was as 
if it was all happening at a distance, but 
Margit could feel her body responding. 
She lay back, against his arm, legs apart, 
as the hand between her thighs rhythmi- 
cally stroked: Automatically her hips 
started responding, rocking in a thythmic 
counterpart to the hand... 

Half an hour later, demurely dressed 
again but still dazed, Margit walked back 
out into the bright May sunshine. She 
glanced up at the flags still snapping 
briskly against the clear blue sky, and 
took a deep breath. She was now what all 
German girls dreamed of: A Reich Girl. 
But for the moment it was difficult to take 
in. 

What had happened in Dr Streicher’s 
office had been quite overwhelming: the 
awful caning which she knew she had not 
stood up to in the correct disciplined 
manner, and then what he had done after- 
wards on his lap. She would have found 
that utterly shocking, except that he had 
explained it was to relieve her tension 


and he was doing it simply as a doctor. 
Yes, the whole thing was overwhelming, 
but then to suddenly find yourself a Reich 
Girl was bound to be overwhelming. 

By the time she got home, 20 minutes 
later, the fresh air had more or less 
cleared Margit’s head. Her mother 
greeted her excitedly. Had it gone all 
right? 

“Yes Mother,’ said Margit, smiling. ‘I 
am now a Reich Girl.’ 

Frau Hoffman hugged her daughter 
ecstatically. It was like dream. Naturally 
she desperately wanted to ask all about it 
but knew she must not. Once a girl 
became a Reich Girl that part of her life 
must remain strictly confidential; secret 
in fact. Not even her family were 
permitted to know any details. 

Margit went up to her room, to lie on 
her bed and think about it all. About what 
Dr Streicher had done. About the trai- 
ning she was going to have to undergo. 
The cane and the strap. She shivered but 
then thought: whatever is required is for 
the glory of Germany. 


This story, fully illustrated with photographs of precisely 
the kind of girls the Reich Girls heirarchy would have /oved, is 
continued in Blushes brand new “Blushes Supplement”, the 
first sparkling issue of which will be on the bookshelves by the 
first week of February. Don’t miss it! 
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HES fitbht! 





Cecilia is a drama student who works 
in the evenings as an usherette at the 
local theatre. A daydreamer and diz- 
zy character, she loses ten pounds of 
programmes and takings (with a little 
help from a malicious colleague) and 
finds herself across the theatre man- 
ager’s knee with her bottom bare fora 
brisk application of a wooden-backed 
clothes brush. The alternative was 
the sack, so Cecilia’s happy to take a 
spanking. Two nights later, the sec- 
ond part of her punishment is due. 
This time, with a cane. 


As Cecilia walked into the ush- 
erettes’ room, she could see how 
surprised the other girls were to 
find her coming in to work. After 
losing ten pounds, they were sure 
she would have been dismissed. 
That had been Becky’s plan, and 
they’d all known about it. What 
they didn’t know was that Cecilia’s 
bottom would provide the evi- 
dence of why she hadn’t lost her 
job, though none of them would 
get the chance of finding out what 
had happened. 

Roger, the theatre manager, had 
been chatting in corners of the pub 
with various male members of the 
acting company over the last two 
evenings, after the show. After 
spanking Cecilia on Thursday 
night, he couldn’t resist telling a 
couple of mates in the cast, who 
were eagerness itself when told 
there was further discipline in 
store. What they all wanted to 
know was how they could get to 
watch. 

Roger wasn’t slow to realise 
there was a quick buck to be made 
at Cecilia’s expense, and by the 
end of Friday night he had taken 
£10 from eight of the cast for his 
very special late night cabaret. 
The stage was well and truly set. 
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It would mean moving the girl’s 
punishment from the discreet pro- 
gramme room — tucked away at the 
top of the theatre —- down to the VIP 
lounge on the ground floor next to 
his office. 

The advantage of the VIP lounge 
was that a large two way mirror 
linked that room with Roger’s of- 
fice. The mirror hadn’t been used 


for years: indeed, there were 


curtains covering it in the VIP 
lounge. But tonight they would be 
removed. 

Cecilia went about her duties 
with precision: she certainly 
wasn’t going to be accused of be- 
ing ‘‘slapdash” again, and the pro- 
gramme money would be right 
every night, even if she had to 
keep customers waiting. 

The other girls were completely 
thrown by Cecilia’s new attitude: 
thrown, and suspicious, as they 
just couldn’t figure it out. Cecilia 
hardly noticed the inquisitive 
glances, as her mind was taken up 
with what was to happen in little 
over half an hour’s time. 

Roger had already told her to 
come to the VIP lounge instead of 
the programme room, which she 
didn’t understand. And she’d put 
on a pair of cream slacks instead of 
her usual skin-tight cords, as the 
cords had simply been a pain to get 
off and rubbed like crazy on her 
sore backside afterwards. The 
slacks still set off her rounded 
bottom to perfection, the fine lines 
of her bikini knickers visible 
under the thin material. Instead of 
a shirt, she wore and arran wool 
sweater; she hadn’t, as was her 
habit, bothered with a bra. 

After the show, there were, the 
usherettes noticed, an unusual 
number of the cast coming round 
for a quick drink at the bar before 
taking their glasses into Roger’s 
office. However, having a drink 
with the theatre manager wasn’t 
such an unusual occurrence. The 
theatre emptied, and Roger asked 
one of the girls to lock up the front 
doors for him. Meanwhile, Cecilia 
was in the loo anxiously waiting 
for the moment when she would 
have to face part two of her 
punishment. 

The last usherette left through 
the stage door, and the security 
officer locked up after her and 


hurried round front-of-house to 
Roger’s office to join the assem- 
bled audience of actors behind the 
mirror looking into the VIP lounge. | 

Roger was already there, sitting 
in an armchair with the canes hung 
casually on a wall light fitting. 
The remaining furniture had been 
cleared to the walls except for a tall 
padded bar stool ‘centre stage”’. 
There was a tentative knock on the 
door. 

“Come in” 

Cecilia stepped into the brightly 
lit room, and glanced nervously at 
the huge mirror covering most of 
one wall. Her glance would have 
been even more nervous had she 
realised that the glass concealed no 
less than nine people who had 
paid to witness her thrashing. It 
would, without Cecilia realising it, 
be her first starring role! 

Her eyes fell on the canes hung 
by the door. One slightly thicker 
than the other she noticed, and 
longer too: a real stinger. The 
lighter cane’s curved handle 
formed almost a complete loop, 
and the length of malacca was 
slightly curved. As she looked, 
Roger got up: ; 

“Before you are punished, 
Cecilia, I want you to sign this dis- 
claimer which just says that you 
accept corporal punishment in- 
stead of dismissal.” 

Cecilia walked to the desk and 
looked at the single typed sheet of 
paper. It read: 

“T, Cecilia Richards, hereby 
agree to submit to corporal pun- 
ishment as determined and ad- 
ministered by Roger Weeks as an 
alternative to instant dismissal for 
misconduct following due warn- 
ings. I further agree to accept such 
punishment on my bare buttocks, 
using a wooden brush and malacca 
cane, in two separate sessions, the 
severity of the beating to be de- 
cided by the theatre manager. 

I understand that further mis- 
conduct will result in dismissal, 
though the alternative of corporal 
punishment may be offered at the 
discretion of the theatre manager. 

Signed Cecilia Richards.” 

There was a space for her to sign, 
and picking up the pen on the desk 
she scrawled a signature on the 
paper and added the date. 


“Thank you. Right, will you take 
off your sweater and trousers, 
Cecilia.” | 

“What, you want the sweater 
off? It’s just that I’m not wearing a 
bra. Couldn't I roll it up like I did 
before?” 

~The fact that Cecilia wasn’t 
wearing a bra added to the enjoy- 
ment of the crowd behind the mir- 
ror as they anticipated the fact, 
quite correctly, that Roger would 
insist on her taking the sweater off. 

“Sorry, Cecilia, but how you 
dress or don’t dress is of little in- 
terest. Just take the sweater and 
trousers off. This isn’t really a time 
for being coy, is it?” 

With a resigned sigh, Cecilia 
crossed her arms and gripped the 
sweater in both hands, lifting it in 
one movement up and over her 
head, her breasts bouncing free as 
she struggled to get her hair free 
from the wool. Both firm, nipple- 
capped protuberances, now with 
the nipples standing erect in the 
cool air-conditioned atmosphere 
of the VIP lounge, were beautifully 
shaped, two perfect handfuls of 
flesh unrestrained from their 34C 
cup home. This was one time Ceci- 
lia wished she had put on a bra. 

The breasts swayed gently as 
Cecilia bent down to flip her shoes 





off before she reached for the clip 
at her waist and undid the zip at 
the side of her slacks. As if she 
realised she were giving a per- 
formance, she turned away from 
the mirror and slid the pale fabric 
off her bottom and down her legs, 
finally standing naked apart from 
her bikini briefs in front of an 
admiring audience and an expect- 
ant theatre manager. 

The slight tan she still retained 
from sunbathing in the summer 
months outlined her pale white 


breasts and the lower curve of her 
rump which her high-cut knickers 
failed to cover. 

“Fetch a cane, please,’”” Roger 
said, risking a quick glance to the 
mirror as Cecilia walked to the 
door, her buttocks undulating in 
their softness. She reached for the 
lighter, shorter cane, in the hope 
that it would cut less, and Roger 
did not protest as she handed it to 
him. Her long hair in a pony tail at 
the back, Cecilia looked younger 
than her nineteen years, though 


the maturity of her figure had al- 
ready found a number of the audi- 
ence reaching furtively down to 
the front of their trousers to make 
vital adjustments. 

Roger flexed the cane firmly 
both ways, and the girl was aston- 
ished at how pliable the instru- 
ment was. It would wrap itself 
round the full width of both but- 
tocks with little trouble. Had 
Cecilia known that the last bottom 
to feel the sting of that particular 
cane had been Becky’s, just over a 
year ago, it might have provided 
small satisfaction, as it was Becky’s 
dishonesty which had caused 
Cecilia to be in this position in the 
first place. (Becky’s crime, inci- 
dentally, was to give free pro- 
grammes to friends and claim they 
were members of the press: some- 
thing which was rewarded with a 
crisp four strokes as she was only 
seventeen, administered across 
her knickers.) 

“Now, Cecilia, you’re going to 
receive eight strokes. There is a 
stool there for you to bend over if 
you wish, or you may just touch 
your toes in the traditional way.” 

“T don’t think I need the stool, 
thank you Roger,” she whispered. 

“Where do you want me to bend 
down?” 

The position of the stool had 
been carefully fixed so that it of- 
fered an unobstructed view to the 
assembled audience behind the 
mirror. Moving it to one side, 
Roger indicated the spot with the 
tip of the cane: 

“Just here. Take your knickers 
down, please.” 

She grabbed the bottom of the 
knickers on each side and pulled 
them down to mid-thigh, reveal- 
ing the two superb smooth cheeks 
fully fleshed before she bent over 
at Koger’s command and touched 


her toes, her breasts swaying 


gently as she did so. Placed so that 
the audience had a three-quarter 
view of proceedings, it was pos- 
sible to glimpse the rounded 
breasts hanging down, the pony 





tail of hair beyond them, and at the 
forefront the twin buttocks bared 
for punishment. | 

“Count the strokes out as you 
receive them.” 

“Right.” 

Swwwitt. ““AAAhhhhh” Cecilia 
swayed forward onto her toes with 
the impact of the first stroke, and a 
vivid double line quickly sprang 
up across her backside, tinged red 
and purple with a distinct corru- 
gation as the seconds ticked past. 

“ONE!” 

Swwwittt. ““Gaahh... TWO!” 

Swwwittt. “Ouch... OQOohh... 
THREE!” She strove to keep pos- 
ition, her fingers leaving her toes 
momentarily and rubbing the 
front of her legs in an effort to al- 
leviate the burning sensation in 
her bottom. 

The actors behind the mirror, to- 
gether with the security officer, 
were glued to the scene. This girl 
was getting a sound thrashing: 
some had expected a token pun- 
ishment, not too hard, just enough 
to hurt. But Cecilia was receiving a 
Victorian style lesson administer- 
ed with vigour. 

There was a pause as Cecilia 
took her position again. Swwwittt. 

“AAhhh... God... Phheeww... 
FOUR, Roger. God, you’re laying 
it on. It bloody hurts.” 

Four tramlines now decorated the 
plump behind as Roger told her: 
“You can stand up for a moment, 
but you are not permitted to touch 
your bottom.” : 

Cecilia shot to her feet, the tears 
welling up in her eyes as the smart- 
ing pain continued. She had been 
wrong two evenings ago. The cane 
hurt a great deal more than the 
brush. While the brush had a deep 
stinging sensation, the cane was 
like being branded with a red hot 
poker. Or so it seemed. 


onl 





“Could I go over the stool, do 
you think, Roger?” she asked. “‘It’s 
not easy holding that position.” A 
short sniffle as she choked back a 
tear. 

“Fine. Bring me the other cane, 
too, will you?” | 

‘The other one? But you can see 
this one’s having the desired ef- 
fect, can’t you?” 

A burst of petulance was re- 
warded by a cold stare from Roger. 
‘Fetch the other cane, or the pun- 
ishment will be increased.” Ceci- 
lia’s striped bottom jiggled as she 
walked over to the door, her knick- 
ers hitched up to just below her 
bottom. As she turned, the audi- 
ence leaned forward to see the 
pubic bush of hair between her 





legs as she walked back and hand- 
ed the thicker cane to Roger. 

Knickers right down, then, and 
over the stool you go. Lie over it, 
and grip the rail on the far side, 
will you?” Cecilia obeyed, and 
presented her magnificent bottom 
at the apex of a triangle formed by 
her legs on one side and arms on 
the other. 

Roger flexed the cane, and pre- 
sented it in a practice swing up 
over his shoulder and down to 
touch the corrugated bare rump. 

The arm was raised again and 
the cane descended with a deeper 
“Wwhhhrrpp” to bite deep across 
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the proffered cheeks. 

“FIVE!.....Christ..... Qooohhh!”’ 
WWwWrrruuuppp 

“SIX! Hang on. Phew.... God... 
Ooww”’ 

Roger paused as Cecilia wrig- 
gled on the stool, her buttocks 
clenching and unclenching until 
they were finally still. 

“Wrrhhppp” 

“Wow...SEVEN!....Ahhh” 
Cecilia’s voice rose a semi-tone 
with each successive stroke, the 
pain peaking as she anticipated 
the final blow. It was a long time 
coming, until at last: 

“Wwhhuurrup” and the malac- 
ca wrapped itself round the fleshi- 
est part of her cheeks. 

“YYoowwch... EIGHT... Christ, 





it. stings...Can I> get wp%. 
Pheww.” 

“No stay there for a moment.” 
Cecilia’s hands rubbed along the 
bar at the base of the stool as she 
strove to subdue the frantic sting- 
ing in her backside. After another 
minute or so: 

“Right, up you get, and stand 
over by the mirror, hands on head. 
You might as well take your pants 
oft,” 

Cecilia struggled off the stool 
and kicked off her knickers before 
taking the three steps to the mirror 
and, facing it, placing her hands 
on top of her head. 


GALT) 


The tears rolled freely down her 
cheeks, partly as a result of the 
punishment and partly as an over- 
whelming sense of relief swept 
over her that it was finished. _ 

The audience on the other side 
of the glass whispered to one 
another: 

“Unbelievable.” 

“It was for real.”’ 

“What a bum. What tits. What 
willpower. She’s terrific.” : 

Roger walked over to Cecilia, 
and with an affectionate slap on 
her bottom, told her to turn round 
and face into the room, providing 
the audience with a view of her 
multicoloured bare rump, the con- 
trast between the thicker tramlines 
achieved with the heavier cane be- 
ing instantly distinguishable from 
those received from the lighter one. 

“Well done, Cecilia, all over 
know. You can get dressed when 
you like and go home.” 

Roger left the room and walked 
round to his office to join his “’cus- 
tomers” watching Cecilia delicate- 
ly pull on her knickers and slacks 
and replace the sweater, grimacing 
as she did so. Then she picked up 
one of the canes and flexed it ex- 
perimentally between her hands, 
mimicked Roger: ‘Bend down and 
touch your toes... Count the 
strokes out as you receive them.” 
Then she swished the cane 
through the air a couple of times 
before dropping it on the armchair 
and walking out. “Everthing OK 
with the video, Charlie?” Roger 
asked the security officer. 

“Fine, Rog, fine. That sound 
link Peter put in worked a treat. 
Caught every word. And some 
wonderful close-ups, too!” 
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More high quality stories from the author of this piece in the 
first “Blushes Supplement”. 








Sit... 








Lizbeth* would lie wriggling 

while he held her stockinged 
legs apart. To let the air flow cool beneath 
her, so he said. Sometimes she would 
blubber and he would lightly kiss her 
open mouth, just pecking at the softness 
while she sobbed. 

The room would grow hazy then, blue 
knickers lying on the floor, her pleated 
skirt wreathed up around her waist, the 
swellings of her tits revealed where his 
errant fingers loosened the buttons one 
by one. 

‘Lie still now’, he would urge. - 
"Coat... Calr th would come her broken Cry. 
Then he would slip his palm beneath her 
seared young orb and let her bounce and 
squirm on it, curling his fingers up some- 
times - which only made her jerk the 
more, she thought. And tickling, there 
was tickling, too: sensations swirling in 
her slender form... 

Once when. his lips, touched hers, she 
choked ‘GOOO- GOOO!” and felt a white 
explosion | in her tum: “ay, in between her 
thighs. Unguardedly 1 gun to him, 
cheek to his. cheek a 
light, then quivered, ; 1A. 
head hang back, the pil He 
it. And he had left her ths 


S ometimes after she had been caned, 


VES. f 


‘od, ‘and let her 
Soft receiving 
full- bared as 


she. still was, and wT gE ‘th impati- 

i@ 
ence. and the. ‘stinging. z nether 
cheeks. ‘The door would CIOS, oY then 
het ‘fingers - “dite all ‘by tl he: ives - 
where.t the ‘lovely 


‘ 


bé¢ ai LO creep. down YW 
eee was. 

: iz Bett ae “he ‘would: ne s.iarply 
through the ‘dor mak cing het, “start and 
roll upon her tutu. “her. band, Still, ‘under- 
neath her, secretiy. Sne* *. ughty, and 
she knew it. That was ak vy, Hi xe, had the 
cane. But after it, then she wasp aughty all 
the more, and no sense came to her of 
why.or how. 

‘Control! he said to her one day. She 
knew he must have eyes that saw through 
doors. It made her blush and clip her 
thighs together quick. Then he would 
smile and speak more softly, edging up 
her skirt. Her skirts were always shorter 
than she wore outside. And, dutifully, she 
always put them on when she came in. 
Her blouses, though, were three years 
older. Too tight: the buttons often. burst. 


Sometimes her nipples showed, and that. 


was rude. 

He never said that’ she was rude, 
though, never said. Swinging her over 
like a doll upon his lap, he would peel her 
tiny knickers down into the limp bends of 
her knees and smack her bare cheeks 
slowly first. The first smacks - no, she 
didn’t mind them much. They teased her 
as they stung, and made her Jerk. He 
would hold her in a ‘special way’ then, 
underneath her front, moving his hand 
the while his palm came down. 

When it came harder, Lizbeth would 
begin to squeak, toes kicking on the 
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carpet and her eyes screwed up. Often a 
button then would pop, and then another 
till her blouse split open and his hand 
explored within, his palm relentless on 
her burning cheeks, ignoring all her cries 
and squeals. 

“You must not squeal so much, Eliza- 
beth’, he told her several times - used her 
full name, and so she knew that it was 
serious and, wriggling her bottom still, 
would blink and bite her lower lip, her 
buds extended fully on their snowy 
crests, peeping from out the sagging 
halves of her thin top. 

‘It b...b...burns me’, she would say, 
and he would nod as if that were a solemn 
thing and true. 

‘Of course, Elizabeth, of course. How 
else are you to learn. Would you prefer 
the cane today? No? Well, tonight, 
perhaps. Before you go to bed - yes, just 
before’. 

‘B...but, I can’t sleep then’, she wished 
to say, yet knew herself for hypocrite. It 
was not always true she could not sleep. 
The awful, searing stings became a glow, 
and he would hold his hand beneath her 
till there was. She wondered how he 
knew; he never asked. Perhaps her 
pouting lips were open more, stroking her 
thighs as he wanted to do until she ceased 
to buck and jerk. 

The cane was awful. She had had it six 
times now, sometimes just with her 
nightie on, the frothy nylon wreathed 
beneath her arms, and she on hands and 
knees upon her bed, biting her pillow as it 
stung her so and made her weave her 
naked hips about, showing her...OH! she 
didn’t dare to think what he could see 
when he arced the cane beneath her 
bottom and made her lift it higher, higher 
still, and with her knees apart to help her 
keep her balance, so he always said. 

Lizbeth wanted to ask her mother 
how she ought to be and if she was really 
naughty all the time, but her mother ran 
two shops of hers and had so little time. 
Once, confidentially, Lizbeth had asked 
her mother if she, too, had ever had the 
cane. Their conversation was so nice and 
cosy at the time, and her mother had 
listened to her question, then had 
laughed. 

‘You have to learn, Lizbeth. After all, 
you are a growing girl’, she said, but did 
not answer Lizbeth’ s question, notatall. 

- ‘But, M...M...Mummy, almost every 
= I...” - ‘Yes, I know, dear;-you must 
learn - that’s all I said’, her mother 
answered her mysteriously, then opened 
her accounts book and picked up her pen, 
which made Lizbeth feel broody all,.the 
more. She wouldn’t ever be spanked or 
caned again - she swore that to herself 
and brushed right past her uncle when 
she met him on the stairs, as if to say, ‘I 
wont - and I don’t care!’ 

At the call for dinner, Lizbeth felt 
hungry and went down. The nights were 


drawing in, her mother said. All mothers 
said the same thing, thought Lizbeth - 
save about spankings, canings, but she 
was not sure of that. Her friend, Cindy, 
was often spanked and had her knickers 
pulled right down. She knew that. Cindy 
had told it to her when they slept together 
one. 

‘It’s awful - really is’, said Cindy and 
chewed the pillow as she spoke. 

Lizbeth thought of that at dinner as 
she ate. Her uncle had glanced down 
several times now at her legs, but then he 
often did. 

‘Lizbeth, you’ve got your long skirt 
on’, he said and clucked his tongue. - ‘I 
know I have - so what?’, said Lizbeth 
crossly, then her mother stared at her and 
said she shouldn’t answer back. 

‘Don’t want to wear it’, said Lizbeth 
and she left her sweet half eaten and 
jumped up and ran upstairs, her face all 
red at her own daring. - ‘I'll see to her’, 
she heard her uncle say. - ‘Yes, dear’, her 
mrother answered meekly in a tone of 
voice that Lizbeth had never heard her 
use before, and Lizbeth clenched her fists 
and said swear words beneath her breath. 
He wanted an excuse. He wouldn’t get it, 
though. Slipping her day skirt off and 
folding it it away, she got her short one 
out and was just about to. step within it 
when the door opened and her uncle 
stood there, jacket off and shirtsleeves 
rolled. 

‘Lizbeth!’, he barked at her, and then 
she jumped. - ‘Mum!’, she tried to call, 
but her lips felt glued. Especially when he 
entered, closed the door again and 
pointed to the bed. 

‘Please, no! Oh, not tonight! Please, 
no!’, she quavered, stockinged thighs 
together as she spoke, the skirt pooled 
round her ankles, slipping from her grasp. 

‘Lizbeth - come HERE’, he growled, 
and in that growl was all the menace of | 
his waiting palm. Dragging her feet, head 
bowed, she stepped to him, her twinkling 
thighs exposing in between-the puffed 
vee of her panties. 

‘M...Mum!’, she bleated, but her voice 
was low, as if she feared to call it out too 
loud. He knew that; she could see it in his 
eyes that fell to the small dark triangle 
underneath her knicks. And then his arm 
snaked out, and she was slammed against 
him timidly, her thighs a-quiver and her 
nylons. rasping to his legs. 

_. ‘How often have you had the cane?’, 
he asked. His voice was softer then. He 
even stroked her hair and clasped her like 
a palpitating bird to him, face bleared 
against his shirt front. And Lizbeth went 
all weak, as she had never meant to do. 
*®...S:..5:..S1X, She stammered, and she 
prayed she had got it right. - ‘And it isn’t 
enough, Lizbeth. Your bottom needs 
some extra treatment yet - right here’, he 
murmured. Then his hand slipped down 
into her panties at the back and felt the 


warm and silky globe and made her gasp 
the way he put his finger in between her 
cheeks, making her reach up on her toes, 
her fists clenched at his shoulders, tremb- 
ling as she was. 

‘I want to go out... I want.... I want’, 
she stammered, felt her face go red. - 
‘What you want, Lizbeth, is something 
else - something you haven’t quite 
realised as yet, and young girls have to 
learn. Didn’t your mother tell you that as 
well?’ 

‘She did, yes, but -OQH! Oh, please, 
no!’ Gliding down beneath his hands, her 
panties wreathed her ankles in a tiny pool 
and left her shamefully exposed. Her 
bum cheeks quivered as he tasted them, 
the palpitating, silky hemispheres, and 
Lizbeth dared not move, thought of her 
mother bursting in. But then, the front 
door slammed and Lizbeth gallantly 
burst away, peered down through her 
window and saw her mother entering her 
car. 

‘MUM’, she called, but all too late. 
Her uncle stood unmoving and his eyes 
somehow forced her then again to turn to 
him, hands fluttering around her pubic 
growth until he shook his head and - 
gulping then - she dropped both arms and 
hung her head. 

“You are ready to be caned-again - you 
know you are’, he uttered. - ‘NO! I’m not, 
I won’t, you can’t, P’ve... OUCH" Quicker 
than she could move he had her by the 
waist, raised on foot on her single bed and 
slung her puppet-like over his uplifted 
thigh, her bottom orbed up to the ceiling 
and her fig like lovelips shown. Squea- 
ling, she tries to move, but he had ringed 
her waist in steel-like grip. 

‘A spanking first, I think’, he said, 
then SMACK! and SMACK! and 
SMACK! his palm came down, bouncing 
from the resilient hemispheres while 
Lizbeth cried her outrage to the wall, her 
body jack-knifed full over his thigh. 

‘Don’t, don’t! Oh, please! Oh, uncle 
no!’, she screeched and at her cry his 
rising hand was halted. It came down 
instead to soothe the tingling, burning 
orb while Lizbeth squeezed its cheeks 
and held her breath. 

‘It was to have been six, Lizbeth. Alas, 
I told you several days ago you squeal too 
much - alarming neighbours, people 
passing by. Take off your blouse and 
come downstairs in - say - five minutes. 
That will give you time to meditate. Five 
minutes only, Lizbeth!’ 

A dumbness seized her then. She 
sniffled and pretended that she was about 
to cry, but no tears came. It was all a mix- 
up. in her pretty head. If it was to have 
been six, why didn’t he? Hands fumbled 
at her blouse and took it off. Her panties 
slid down and she stepped out of them. 
Self-consciously, she bent at the low 
mirror of her small white dressing table 
and brushed her hair. And then... and 


then he called again, ‘Lizbeth!’ 

“Yes - yes, all right!’, she quavered 
back, running her hands down her sleek 
thighs to make sure her stockings were 
both taut. Leaving her room, she tripped 
along the landing, turned the first corner 
of the stairs and then stopped as she saw 
him standing down below, cane in his 
hand. 

‘OH!’, gasped Lizbeth. With every 
downward step she took she seemed to 
twinkle at him from between her thighs, 
and. that unmoving upward look of his 
saw everything. He had taken his tie off, 
too. His shirt was all undone. Her firm 
young titties bounced in her descent. 
Unable as she was to close her legs at all, 
she blinked and knew not where to look. 
At the foot of the stairs she all but 
bumped against him. Then his hand came 
up and circled round her neck and 
gripped the nape of it between his thumb 
and fingers. Not so tightly, though as 
when he first had spanked her weeks ago, 
but just enough to guide her straight 
along into the living room. 

It was there that Lizbeth saw the 
change. He had drawn the sofa from the 
wall and turned it so that it had its back to 
her and stood at an angle across the floor. 

‘Over now, Lizbeth’, he said, the 
urging of his strong hand was implacable. 
Her lips felt dry. The back was awfully 
high. But then he ceased to hold her neck 
and lifted her about her hips and, with a 
sudden squeak from her, caused her to 
hang upon the rolled and puffy surface so 
that her toes hung just above the carpet 
and her head hung down into the 
cushions at the front. 

‘Listen to me carefully, Lizbeth. The 
next time that I call you down, you will 
find the sofa placed as it now is. I will not 
lift you. You will raise yourself upon it as 
you are, and wait. You understand?’ 

‘But uncle, please!’ 

‘A plea unheard, Lizbeth. Let your 
legs dangle and beware, young lady, that 
you do not kick. I want you to imagine 
henceforth that your mother is upstairs, 
perhaps asleep, and will not wish to be 
disturbed by silly howls and protests. Do 
you hear?’ 

‘Yeh-ess!’, she whimpered. All that 
she could seé were the flowered cushions 
underneath her nose, the rim of the sofa, 
and a bit of floor. Her bottom orbed upon 
the sofa’s top. She tried to keep her legs 
together, but they seemed to hang apart, 
her nest and cleft both offered to his eyes. 
Her titties tingled and her fingers 
clenched. 

SWOOO-ISSSSH!....She heard the 
sound like an oncoming breeze, and then 
the sting - deep sting of it - burned 
through her nether cheeksandbrought a 
muffled shriek. Oh, the harsh bite of it, 
the burning.. Nol....It wasn’t f...f...fair... 

‘Do you know why I am caning you, 
Lizbeth?’ 


‘NO-WOH, I don’t, I d...d...don’t!’, 
she sobbed, and then let out a sharper 
squeal as a white flame seared beneath 
her bulbing bum, and was immediately 
followed by another. - ‘AAH! YEEE- 
EEE-EEK!’, she screeched, but gallantly 
bit back the cry by bringing her palm 
close underneath her mouth. 

‘Excellent, Lizbeth! You need 
approval just as much as you need disci- 
pline, and will henceforth receive them in 
almost equal méasure, given your obedi- 
ence. NO, girl - you DON’T slide back!’, 
her uncle growled as Lizbeth vainly tried 
to toe the floor. The cane swished under- 
neath her pink-striped orb and forced her 
up again, bringing a doleful squeal from 
her. 

‘Compliance to the wishes of your 
elders, Lizbeth, will reward you. Do you 
understand?’ | 

Reward? She did not understand at all, 
wanted to cry out that she did not, but 
even as the Wor ds buzzed i in. her head, the 
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He stopped at last. But had he 
stopped? Encased in sheening heat, 
Lizbeth became aware of darkness as he 
stepped away and clicked the light off, 
and the living room was dark save for the 
moonlight’s milky spread of paleness in 
the gloom. A faint zizzing came to her 
that sounded like a zip or something - 
then he padded back to her and she 
thought that he was going to draw her 
down; but instead he took firm purchase 
of het hips and stilled them while she 
held her breath and wondered at the hot, 
smooth, plummy something she could 
feel that nubbed demandingly along the 
silky tunnel between the tops of her 
thighs... 

The house was quiet when Lizbeth’s 
mother returned. “The sofa’s out of 
place’, she said, with that quick eye a 
woman has. 

‘I guess I must have moved it, yes’. He 
got up, yawned, and said, ‘She’s fast 
asleep. She’s feeling better now, I think’. 
He didn’t say precisely how that condi- 
tion had been achieved, though. 
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ell, they always do; 


it’s simply a matter of how soon. Jane gets her six 
strokes, then Alison is caught pulling a wryly sympathetic 
face at her gasping friend. Deliberately misinterpreting 
Alison’s inoffensive gesture, she is put to the piano and 
told to do better if she can. It is adjudged that her 
playing is worse, if anything. The cane is applied severa 
times to Alison’s knickers - they’ll come down later, no 
doubt - and the ritual is gone through again. Jane is put 
back on the chair and told to play the piece again. 
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The continuation of this story in the 'Blushes Supplement' has the girls in 
an interesting situation when the music teacher decides upon a little self- 


indulgence when it's time for bed. 
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sitting room at the back of the house, 
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actually unaware of her presence in 
that most private room, the inescap- 
able fact was that the pretty, chestnut- 
haired girl was on show and with 
ample reason to be feeling acutely 
embarrassed about it too! 

Four chairs, on which were seated 
the members of the committee, had 
been placed at the corners of a small 
rug, each chair and it’s occupant 
facing into the hollow square. In the 
middle of the rug, and at the focal 
point of everyone’s attention, the girl 
could hardly have been dressed more 
provacatively, considering that each 
pair of eyes, as they wandered and 
loitered and lingered here and there 
about her saucily endowed young 
figure, were windows onto the souls of 
some very lasciviously-minded gentle- 
men indeed! 

None of those attentively-watching 
roués could have failed to guess that 
their visitor had at some time been a 
member of the Girl Guides, and it 
would not have taken much imagin- 
ation to have worked out from the close 
fitting skimpiness of what was left of 
the Guide untform, due allowance 
being made for those girl-shape 
enhancing alterations that had been 
made to it, that it’s wearer must first 
have been fitted out in that particular 
outfit at least two years, and a couple 
of smaller sizes ago! No Girl Guide one 
would ordinarily see, no matter how 
lustily embosomed, could have counte- 
nanced appearing in public with her 
breasts so lewedly uplifted and blue- 
cuddled; with her nipples made 
prominent even without erection, 
simply by the closeness of the fit of her 
uniform blouse; as were the deliciously 


handful-sized young tits which this 


‘Girl Guide’ thrust unwillingly yet 
unavoidably out in front of her. 
Badges on the breast pockets pulled at 
their stitching — as did the pockets 
themselves — and enhanced the out 
thrusting burgeoning of the girl’s 
firm and uptilted titties. Buttons 
tugged at button holes and threatened 
to disengage on the instant at the onset 
of a passage of heavy breathing. 
Lanyards and tags and tapes and name 
panels, all were arranged in such a 
way as to highlight the uniform and to 
catch the eye, yet all conspired to lead 
the onlooker’s attention to those succu- 
lently out-pressing young breasts. | 
Pulled in snugly at the waist, the 
blouse led the eye down to navy blue 
shorts with white piping at the side 
seams, not entirely authentic Girl 
Guide rig, but once seen, enough to 
persuade anyone with a passing 
interest in teenaged female anatomy 
that such a change in Guides uniforms 
could only make for greater apprecia- 
tion of the movement’s underlying 


qualities and substantially inflate ‘Bob 
A Job Week’ into ‘Fiver A Peek Week’ 
if only you could have one of the little 
darlings come and dig up your garden! 

The shorts were a delight in 
themselves. Tight around the out- 
swells and incurves of the ‘Guides’ 
impudently cheeked bum, the legs 


were somehow still loose where their 


edges gave way to bare girl-flesh at hip 
and thigh top and under-buttock, so 
that in the imagination a finger 
slipped up between shorts and skin 
might traverse the high-cut hip and 
Slide down the cross-bumcheek dia- 
gonal and still have just enough free- 
dom to interlope between close 
pressed inner thighs and seek out 
warmth and inviting moisture in 
shadowed nooks. And yet again, this 
finger-tempting looseness. of fit 
around much of the edges of the shorts 
somehow snugged up around the girl’s 
plump pubic swell, the indiscreet 
centre seam being perfectly placed and 
sufficiently taut-stretched in a vertical 
direction as to coax a visible labial 
division precisely in the middle at the 
very apex of bare and _ soft-skinned 
thighs. 

Upon this tantalisingly displayed 
involution, two pairs of eyes rested in 
between excursions up and down, 
while the girl’s bottom too, and the 
palm-tingling slapability of the backs 
of her thighs, caught the eye of those 
two of the committee immediately pre- 
sented with the half-bared aspect of 
the girl’s decidedly asking-for-it-bum. 
Anklesocks, clean and crisp against 
lightly tanned claves, and shined-up 
black patent shoes with flat, school-girl 
heels, neatened the whole presenta- 
tion; those shoes, turning slightly in- 
ward at the toes as would those of a 
child as her confidence slipped away 
from her moment by moment, were 
what the girl’s eyes focussed upon, for 
want of anywhere else to look not 
rife with the risk of encountering an 
ironically smiling face, as she fought 
back her feeling of helplessness and 
framed the desperately Jil sans 
word on her soft pink lips. 

"Please —” 

"Please, sir.” prompted Alec, with 
a patient smile. The girl stammered a 
"Sorry —” then licked her lips with the 
tip of her tongue. She tried again. 

"Please sir —” The note of humilia- 
ted pleading in her soft voice did not 
go unappreciated; around the room 
tweedy twitches and worsted stirrings 
in seated laps recognised the promise 
that the girl was beginning to show. 

“Please, what, Charlotte?” 


enquired the “Chairman” of these pro- 


ceedings, with a benign and sympathe- 
tic smile. | 
“Please —’ Charlotte hesitated, 


confused. Asked directly, “what?”, 
she found that she couldn’t exactly say 
what — ”P-please sir — I’m - I’m 

her protest stumbled and lapsed into 
silence. 

"Think she’s tryin’ to say she’s 
shy, Mr Chairman?”. 

"I think that’s what it is, old boy.” 
murmered Algernon; he raised his 
voice so that the girl turned nervously 
towards him “Don’t want to show us 
your little titties, my dear? Eh? That 
what it is?”. Charlotte’s pink cheeks 
warmed instantly — she cast her eyes 
down to the floor again in consterna- 
tion. 

“Not so little titties.” 
unhelpfully. 

Charlotte’s freshening blushes 
scorched her cheeks. 

“Rather nice _ titties, 
chimed in George. 

“Perhaps its because she’s not 
wearing a bra” said Algernon. 

“Tut-tut.” cooed Max. “Naughty 
little Charlotte — eh? Naughty little 
girl, aren’t you, hmm?” Charlotte’s 
hot cheeks positively glowed with 
shame! 

”“Vote” said the Chairman, keeping 
order, “As to whether or not the 
committee wishes‘to have a peep at 
this young lady’s tits, her protests 
notwithstanding.” 


said Max, 


actually, f 


"Hear, hear,” said George enthus- 
iastically. 

” All those in favour?” 

" Aye if 538 

Ld Aye uf : 

“Most certainly!” declared Max. 

“Motion carried” said the Chairman 


unsurprisedly. 

"And a stroke of the strap, for being 
awkward” suggested someone. 
‘Stroke of the cane, old boy,” 


insisted Algernon. 

“Lovely cheeky young bottom like 
that? Needs the cane, that’s what I 
say!” 

“Ooogh!” That’s what Charlotte 
said, though under her breath. 

”"Vote” said George. "I vote for the 
cane too!” 

“Haven't seen her bottom yet!” 
complained Max. “I say we decide 
once we've got her pants down, that’s 
whatI say” _ 

"Let’s have 
said George. 

“Order!” said the Chairman, and 
everyone shut up, whilst Charlotte’s 
chubby young bottom twitched invo- 
luntarily, not entirely unfamiliar with. 
the sting of both those perfectly - 
designed chastisatory instruments. It 
was at this emotionally charged junc- 
ture that the telephone rang in the hall 
outside the sitting room. 

"Brief adjournment” declared Alec, 
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and went to answer the ‘phone. 


It was  Charlotte’s ‘sponsor’ 
wondering “how thing’s are goin’, old 
chap?” 

"We’re — ah — still considering 


the matter” said Alec guardedly. "Let 
you know just as soon as we’ve com- 
pleted our — er — deliberations”. 

The caller, anxious that nothing 
should go wrong, insisted on bending 
Alec’s ear for several minutes more. 
Back in the sitting room, with the 
embarrassed girl now hiding her 
crimson cheeked face in her hands, the 
“selection committee” congratulated 
themselves on having hit upon so deli- 
cious a prospect as young Charlotte 
seemed likely to prove. Blushes! 
How delightful! 

"How old did Alec say she was?” 
asked Algernon of Max in a half- 
guarded whisper. 

"Sixteen and a half — I think”, said 
Max, his eyes loitering around the 
invitingly out curved bit at the tops of 
the insides of the girl’s thighs where 
the soft-pouting peach-cleft bridged 
the little opening at the very top of her 
legs. 

"And — said to be still quite intact” 
said George not bothering to modify 
his voice for the sake of the girl’s 
blushes. | 

"Quite’ as in “almost”, or ‘quite’ 
as in “absolutely”?” asked Algernon, 
pedantic as ever. 

"Quite, asin ‘intacta’” said George 
peevishly. “She’d hardly be ’intacta’ 
if I'd meant ‘almost’, would she!” 

Algernon and the others stared 
wonderingly at the bewildered 
Charlotte, who’d never realised she 
was in — in — whatever they’d said 
she was. All three speculated that if it 
was actually true, then Charlotte was a 
novelty such as none of them had ever 
supposed they’d come across in a 
lifetime of interviewing girls spon- 
sored by would be members. The 
reasons for this shared wonderment, 
verging on frank disbelief, were as 
convincing as they are shameful to 
relate. 

The ‘organisation’, the ‘society’, 
the ‘club’ if one wished to think of it 
as such, had at one time been called 
the “Guardians’ Club”. To outsiders 
overhearing those intrinsically innocu- 
ous words in a pub, they might have 
meant nothing very exactly but would 
have given an impression of a respon- 
sible and respectable organisation 
engaged, in all probability, on ’ good 
works’. To those select few made privy 
to the real portent of the title, an 
entirely different picture of the club’s 
activities would have manifested itself! 

Potential ‘recruits’, discreetly yet 
eagerly sought out by established 
members, would all have two things in 


common; each would be in a position of 
responsibility in respect of a ward or 
step-daughter or at least a teenaged. 
girl having not yet attained her majo- 
rity, and all, this last to be ascertained 
by cunning, discreet enquiry or, if all 
else failed, by setting a temptation and 
closely watching the “bait”, all would 
have a taste for girls of exactly the same 
tender and vulnerable kind that they. 
had in their care or charge. It would be 
put to them that the subject of their 
guardianship was an invaluable asset; 
a chap willing to share his good fortune 
with others — to put “his” girl into a 
common “pool” in the sense that he 
would be prepared to let her go off to 
another member’s home for the odd 
weekend and not ask awkward ques- 
tions when she came home slightly 
cross-eyed and short of a pair of 
knickers or two in her suitcase — such 
a fellow, provided he -was.- discreet, 
would be entitled to stake a claim on 
another chap’s “contribution” and 
have her to his house for a day or two. 

Because the “vetting” team did 
their work carefully, refusals were 
unknown; girls who were packed off on 
trains on Friday nights with only the’ 
vaguest idea of where they were going 
or why, and equipped only with the 
instructions that they were to be “good 
girls” when they got there, came home 
on Sunday evenings somewhat more 
broadly educated than when they had 
left. 

With regard then to the three 
committee members whose eyes still 
wandered speculatively around the 
briefly covered little bits of Charlotte 
which most took. their.fancy - Charlotte 
who was still blushing profusely and 
worrying what .it. meant when they’d 
said she was in — something or other, 
only if she’d but known it she needn’t 
have bothered, because whatever it. 
was, she wasn’t going to be it for very 
much longer — and with regard to 
those members doubts as to the likeli- 
hood that young Charlotte was what 
she was said to be, even if for not much 
longer — well, their caution in accept- 
ing the truth of that statement was not 
entirely without foundation. 

Because, if one worked it out, there 
was a glaring inconsistency in the 
notion that a chap who was so anxious 
to get inside the knickers of another 
chaps girl, that he would let his own 
girl, in the hands of a complete, indeed 
unknown stranger, to be used or 
abused in just the same way as he 
meant to take advantage of that other 
girl, that he would nevertheless have 
declined all the opportunities that 
having a girl of his own and all to 
himself must inevitably have pre- 
sented him with all along. In short, it 
was asking them to believe that the 


ow let’s have’ these 
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dear! 








delightful, nubile Charlotté had long 
been in the clutches of a self-confessed 
letcher, yet that same _ letcherous 
gentleman had apparently entirely 
overlooked the fact that she was 
unquestionably available and unargua- 
bly fanciable! 

Well, if it was true, then Charlotte’s 
sponsor was a man in thousands — 
certainly there wasn’t one of them, 
nor was there any other member they 
could think of, who hadn’t failed 
miserably in the art of self-control 
where he alone had succeeded! 

When Alec returned from his eva- 
sive one-sided conversation with 
Charlotte’s sponsor he wasted no time 
in getting the meeting under way 
again — he had other things to attend 
to back at the school and time was 
getting on. 

“Right then - a vote, wasn’t it?” he 
looked around and then treated the 
flush-cheeked girl to another of his 
sympathetic grins. “Some doubt as to 
whether Charlotte ought to be made to 
show us her titties, wasn’t there?” 

The aforementioned tits _ self- 
evident in the most unconcealable 
way, Charlotte stood with close- 
pressed thighs and childishly in-turned 
toes as the vote as to whether she 
should be made to render the commit- 
tee visible evidence was taken and 
found to be in the affirmative, a tear or 
two slipping heavily down her cheek as 
she was made to unbutton her blouse 
whilst the vote in respect. of the 
punishment she was to receive for 
having dared to protest at being 
treated so humiliatingly was called for 
and passed. Six, after all — six strokes 
of the strap, on her bared bottom, and 
the few tears became a frightened out- 
burst of sobbing as the instrument it- 
self was produced from a hook behind 
achair. . 

Charlotte’s buttons almost popped 


open once the first was undone, and 


together the girl’s firm young breasts 
bobbed free of the over-washed 


and stitch-straining blue blouse, 
nipples unaccountably stiffening even 
as they made their appearance. 
"Shorts off!” she was told, and her 
blouse was taken from her, then 
aflame with blushes, she groped for 
the waistband of her skimpy little 
shorts and pushed and wangled and 
wiggled them down over her hips until 
her plump bottom-cheeks spilled out 
and thrust themselves saucily towards 
Alec and one of the others whilst her 
close little haze of blonde pubic hair 
attracted its own share of attention at 
the front. Charlotte’s shorts dropped 
to the floor at her ankles and all at once 
there were no more secrets. Just 
helpless, humiliating nudity and tear- 
drops which fell uncontrollably onto 
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Been a good girl, you say? 





her uplifted breasts. 

“Turn round” said Alec, and again, 
"Turn round.” Shuffling steps took 
Charlotte through three hundred and 
sixty degrees, with peeps through her 
fingers at all four faces in turn, the 
men’s eyes wandering unashamedly 
up and down her naked body. She 
stumbled, her breasts bobbing, and 
she looked down to find that she had 
tangled her feet in her shorts. She 
stooped to untwist them but was told to 
take them right off; she wasnt 
going to need them! She picked the 
shorts up and they were taken from 
her, so that she had only her ankle- 
socks and her shoes to show that she 
had ever been a Girl Guide. 

"Pretty little thing, isn’t she!” said 
Max condescendingly. No-one dis- 
sented; Charlotte’s bottom trembled 
as she was made to turn round yet 
again. 

"Hands on your head” said Alec 
coaxingly, and Charlotte had to do as 
she was told; red-faced she folded her 
hands together on her head and her 
tits lifted and pushed out even more. 
From the corner of her eye she could 
see the firm erectness of her nipples 
and she began to wilt at the knees as 
she saw eyes taking in that unwitting 
demonstration of feminine arousal — 
certainly she wasn’t aroused! She was 
panic-stricken! Several comments 
were made which she was too confused 
to catch, but the words “strap” and 
“bottom” permeated her bewilder- 
ment. : 

"Over here —” said Alec. Charlotte 
turned to find him indicating a table 
standing to one side of the circle of 
chairs, The strap was on the table — 

"Please —” she pleaded, but she 
was nudged towards the table and in a 
moment she was bent across it, hands 


led to fingertip holds on the far edge 


and her bottom elevated by something 
cushiony placed under her hips. “Oh, 
n-no —!” 

They strapped her deliberately, no- 
one bothering to remark that only six 
strokes had been decided upon, the 
strap visiting her jiggling, wiggling 
bottom perhaps two dozen times whilst 
she squealed and struggled but got 
her bum well strapped for all her 
frantic demonstrations. She wasn’t 
allowed up even then; slowly her tears 
cleared from her eyes and she found 
herself looking out of the long window 
across the. golf course while mur- 
murings and shufflings went on behind 
her. Max’s voice raised itself a little 
above the others claiming priority on 
the grounds of _ seniority, while 
Charlotte strained her will power and 
kept her legs wide apart in accordance 
with the last instruction she’d been 
given, her bottom singing still with the 


Shall have to spank this 
bottom of yours now! 





lingering tingle of the strap’s harsh 
kisses. Behind her it seemed that some 
measure of agreement had been 
reached; her hands were taken one by 
one and folded together in the hollow 
of her back, where they were held in a 
grip that was firm but not painful. The 
insides of her spread-eagled thighs 
flinched suddenly from a_ scratchy 
contact with rough tweed trousers. 

When Alec. called Carlotte’s 
guardian some thirty minutes later the 
‘phone seemed to be answered almost 
before it rang. | 

“Mr Romsey? This is Alec —” A 
startled squeal from the back of the 
house prompted him to cover the 
instrument with his hand; "I thought 
you'd like to know as soon as possible 
— the committee has decided to accept 
your application for membership —” 
He waited for the enthusiastic gentle- 
man on the other end to subside; 
“Perhaps we could have a chat about 
that when I bring Charlotte home 
later?” 

Another squeal, distant but quite 
loud enough to be heard on the tele- 
phone, rather undermined Alec’s 
attempt to keep the conversation 
formal. | 

"Er — yes, itis, actually”, he had to 
say. He felt awkward for a moment, 
then an imp of devilment nudged him 
into saying “I think she’s complaining 
that someone’s pinched her knickers.” 

He remembered that she hadn’t 
been wearing knickers. Oh well — that 
wasn’t what she was yelling about 
anyway! He left it to the man on the 
other end of the line to make of it what 
he would and returned to his pretence 
of formality. | 

“Ah — perhaps you’d let me recon- 
firm a detail or two whilst we’re speak- 
ing. Guardianship — she is your 
legally appointed ward, I think you 
said?” He made a note on a pad. 

"Yes — yes, I see. Until she’s 
eighteen, I presume. Yes — which will 
be when?” His pen hovered over the 
paper, then it’s top fell off with a plop. 
Alec’s eyes wandered guiltily around 
as he listened. At last he made the 
note on the pad. 

"Oh, Isee — I must have misunder- 


stood —” Alec ran a finger round his 
collar. . 
"So she’s actually —” he wrote it 


very small, subconsciously. 

“And a half — yes, yes — oh, no 
— no, I don’t suppose it’ll make any 
difference.” Not now, it wouldn’t 
anyway. 

Alec put the ‘phone down quietly 
and tucked his pen back into his 
pocket. Another muted cry from the 
committee room made him start, but 
he kept his pace even as he went back 
to the others, a man with a secret now. 
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Knickers already down, Suzie? Jhat’s the way he'll like to 
find you — rueful little pout on your pretty lips, perhaps, and 
a little flushed in the cheeks, but co-operating — that's the 
key word; bare-bottomed and not too slow to cry when that 
cane whips across your bum. 
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e knew how hot her bottom was 
H after he had streaked the tawse 

across it a full dozen times, Suzie 
thought. He knew, because as she urged 
herself up finally from her palms-flat- 
down position on the seat of his leather 
chair in the study, her tight, throbbing 
derriere always came against his waiting 
open hand. He always kept his hand there 
to see how she was ‘progressing’, so he 
said. 

It seemed that it had to be a matter of 
‘pride’ for her to stand upright like that, 
her thighs quivering, as he circled his 
palm around and under her silky globe, 
sometimes making her give a little jerk as 
a finger or two became over-inquisitive. 

Jerking wasn’t allowed either, though. 
While he tested the pulsing in her seared 
bulb, he would sometimes place his free 
hand across her eyes, blotting out most of 
the light from her vision. Suzie never 
knew why he did that, but there wasa 
small comfort at least in having her eyes 
shaded. At least she couldn’t see her 
slightly tear-streaked face in the dressing 
table mirror, nor the dark fuzz of curls 
which came just at the bottom of the 
reflection. 

Sometimes, while she tried to contain 
the awful stinging and burning of the 
sweeping leather, he would pass that 
hand down in a slow motion, causing her 
to close her eyes. Gliding gently down 
her nubile young body - flirting momen- 
tarily with the half melons of her tits 
which seemed in the past few months to 
have grown a full inch - that persuasive 
palm would come to rest across the 





S 


bottom of her tummy. When he held her : 


like that, back and front, Suzie couldn’t 
jerk any more and would bite the slightly- 
protruding tip of her tongue and keep her 
eyes closed. 

When at last she got a final pat or two 
on her apple-tight bottom, Suzie knew 
that her correction period was over. 
Almost. She would have to bend right 
over then to pick up her knickers and - 
standing behind her still - he would wait 
while she did it, drawing them up her 
slender legs and squeezing her eyes up as 
the elastic snapped into place around her 
waist and cupped the deep-tingling half 
moons that bulbed so impertinently out 
over the tops of her thighs. 

Next, she would have to take two or 
three steps forward in her new high heels 
to take up her white blouse from the back 
of a chair and slip it on, conscious of the 
feeling of the soft material coaxing its 
folds around her tits and the fact that her 
strangely-hardened nipples poked their 
points sharply into it as she buttoned it 
up. 

Suzie could see him then most clearly 
in the mirror, his body well topping her 


own. He would even nod with apparent 
approval as she dressed herself neatly, 
though pink would come into her cheeks 
as she next sat on the edge of the bed to 
draw her stockings on, lifting one leg after 
the other high and stretching the narrow 
vee of her panties to such a point that 
stray curls would evade the edges and 
show. 

Suzie’s last tawsing had been on 
Wednesday evening. She had got six 
extra strokes - mewing and swinging her 
hips as the leather arced and splatted 
across her offered cheeks. Six extra 
because she had a silly habit of keeping 
her legs too tightly together when she 
knew well enough that they should be 
straddled, to maintain her balance. 

Sobbing bitterly as she rose, scuffing 
her crumpled knicks under one sharp 
high heel - higher than she ever wore out 
of doors - he had cupped her blazing 
derriere on both hands, somehow confi- 
dent that she would not jerk. And Suzie 
didn’t. Somehow she knew it was impor- 
tant now that she should stand quite still 
while he ‘tested’ the impact of the tawse. 
And then he had begun to talk to her 
quietly. 

Suzie didn’t remember all of it. She 
had been trying not to make her bottom 
roll silkily on his hands, but that wasn’t 
possible. Holding her legs straight, as she 
had to, she had gazed blindly at the 
patterned wallpaper while he told her that 
she was due now to take her A level. 

There was more than one A level, 
Suzie wanted to say, but she wasn’t 
allowed to speak: only to be obedient and 
be good. Once or twice he made her hips 
squirm, but she suppressed her squeaks 
and wondered at the funny, resulting 
sensation under her tummy which was so 
different to the awful burning one in her 
botty. 

‘A particular and special A level, 
Suzie, that not every girl attains - or 
indeed gets the chance to. I believe you 
will succeed. Do you think you might?’ 
He had turned her around slowly then, 
which he had never done before, and 
tipped her chin up so that she met his 
eyes, her peaking nipples bobbing against 
his white shirt so that it added to the 
swimmy sensation she had. 

Suzie had just nodded, showing the 
pink tip of her tongue. She had felt her 
bottom resting like a plum on his palms, 
for he had replaced them there, his spread 
fingers lingering under the proud 
contours. She tried not to squeeze her 
blue eyes up as she was having to squeeze 
her quivering half moons to hold in or 
press out the stinging she could still feel, 
for in her dizzy way, Suzie was never 
quite sure which she was trying to do. 

She would start studying on Friday, 





he told her. After her first visits he 
himself would give her a test. When he 
said that, Suzie imagined him standing 
over her while she scribbled in an exer- 
cise book. But it was only one evening a 
week, and she knew she had to by the way 
he said it. Her teacher, he said, had a long 
way to come and would have to stay ata 
nearby motel for the night. Suzie would 
see him there for an hour at a time. Did 
she understand? 

Suzie nodded again and blinked. Her 
bottom still rolled a little, much as she 
tried to stop it. A motel seemed a funny 
place to learn. She had never been in one 
before and thought it would look like the 
one in ‘Crossroads’. 

Arriving, she found the reality slightly 
less glamourous than the make-believe 
one, but even so she felt very important 
announcing herself at the reception desk, 
though nervousness immediately ensued 
while she sat and waited for Mr Tane, as 
her teacher was called. When he did 
appear, he smiled and held out a welco- 
ming hand to her, and Suzie thought he 
looked very businesslike and nice. 

It was a short walk across to his chalet 
and, inside, Suzie found it really and truly 
as cosy as the ones in ‘Crossroads’. He 
gave her an orange squash and Suzie sat — 
in a comfy armchair demurely sipping it 
while he appraised her. 

‘I. see that you really are a blue- 
stocking, then’, he said mysteriously, and 
when Suzie screwed up her nose in 
wondering at that, he explained that very 
studious young ladies used to be called 
that. Besides, it really was her dark blue 
nylons he was talking about. Normally, 
Suzie always had to wear sleek black ones 
indoors, but for tonight she had been 
allowed to change. 

‘L understand’, Mr Tane went on, ‘that 
you are a very promising pupil, Suzie, and 
that my sole task is to progress you a little. 
Do you know what a special A level is?’, 
he asked, and when Suzie shook her head 
again he told her that ‘A’ stood for both 
active and advanced, which made her 
more puzzled than ever- though not for 
long. 

‘Well, we shall see’, he told her, and 
said something about a special O level, 
too, which she didn’t grasp. Then sudden- 
ly he was standing up, putting down his 
own emptied glass of Scotch, and telling 
her to prepare herself for her first lesson 
by taking her skirt and panties off. - ‘And 
then I want you to kneel up on the side of 
the bed on all fours, Suzie’, she heard, 
and choked a little on her last quick gulp 

Suzie hadn’t taken her knickers off for 
anyone else before and she felt even 
more trembly than she normally did, 
standing in that softly lit room and unzip- 
ping her skirt. In fact she did it so slowly 
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Come on girl — can’t you get it up any higher, hmm? hs 
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_ Come along now - rea/y stick it up, sweetheart,really make 
your bottom ask for it — that’s the way a girl should get her 
canings, with her bottom really p/eading for every stroke! 
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Suzie 


and uncertainly, that he frowned at her, 
and so she hastened her movements, but 
still tried to do it smoothly, as she had 
been taught. Her plump bush was softly 
tufted from the bath she had had just 
before she came, and Suzie was awfully 
conscious of his looking at it, and then at 
the polished sphere of her bottom as she 
turned blushingly away from him and 
took up her position on the side of the 
bed. 

With her derriere stuck out slightly 
over the edge of it, Suzie could no longer 
see him, but she heard the sound of a 
drawer opening, and then he came to 
stand to one side behind her, flexing a 
thin cane. Suzie could just see it out of 
the corner of her eye, and licked her lips. 
She had never had the cane before. 

At the first tap of it against her rearing 
cheeks, Suzie jerked, but it was only an 
exploratory tap, and she heard him tut- 
tut. 

“We have to be still, do we not, Suzie - 
and be quiet?’, he asked her. The cane 
sleeked between her thighs then, and as 
Suzie murmured ‘Yes’, so she realised 
she had made the same awful mistake 
again of beginning to close her legs and 
hoped she wouldn’t get an extra six for 
that. The tip of the cane tickled her high 
up for a moment and caused her to 
wriggle, but he didn’t ‘tut-tut’ at that. 
Instead, he brought the cane at a right 
angle to her bulbing bottom and rolled it 
upwards over the pert globe, right to the 
top, pressing it in as it reached the small 
of her back and holding it there until - 
realising what he wanted - Suzie dipped 
her back more and lowered her head and 
shoulders so that her nose was pressed 
into the duvet. 

‘That’s GOOD - very good, Suzie’, she 
heard, and tensed herself. The tawse was 
AWFUL, but the cane would be worse. 
She was sure of that. Besides, he didn’t do 
anything more for a moment. The cane 
withdrew and he just seemed to be 
looking at her. Then - and this was the 
funniest thing of all - he asked her if she 
liked pop music, and she just sort of 
nodded as best she could, for she felt 
much naughtier in this position than she 
did when she was just bending over. 

Then came the click of the radio being 
switched on from the headboard of the 
bed, and the sudden sweeping of music as 
she recognised one of Spandau Ballet’s 
new numbers which she liked, and then 
came... 

“WHOOO-AH!’, Suzie squealed as 
the cane simultaneously seared lightning 
across her bottom while Mr Tane reached 
out his free hand and turned the volume 
up a shade higher until the room seemed 
to be rocking and swaying to the tight 
rhythms of the group. The sound 
bounced off the wails and the ceiling 


together with her ensuing thin screeches 
as the cane whistled twice more, sending 
fingering flames all through and between 
her tight cheeks. 

“Y AH-HAH-HAAAR"’, Suzie 
sobbed, but the wobbly, pleading cries 
were lost in the music and the blending 
voices, and her hips were rolling, swivel- 
ling to the beat of it, her fingers clenched 
into the duvet until she felt that none of it 


‘would ever stop - and the tears were 


running down her cheeks. 

‘“NOOO-NOOO-NOOO! PLEE- 
EEASE!’, Suzie howled, but she knew he 
couldn’t hear her through the jazzing din, 
and when he swished her bottom bitterly 
thrice more, she could no longer hold 
herself in and threw herself face down on 
the bed, her calves and black-patent high 
heeled shoes projecting over the side as 
they worked and twisted and her blazing 
bottom cheeks quivered and tightened. 
And then she could hear her own sobs at 
last as he turned off the radio and sat 
beside her, placing one broad, comforting 
palm on the ever-jerking, seared surfaces 
of her bottom. 

‘Good girl, good girl’, she heard him 
say over and over. His palm didn’t move 
but just stayed there, pressing gently into 
the resilient, hot-scorched ballon of 
shimmering flesh while Suzie bit her 
knuckles and felt her tears pearling over 
them. Her tummy rippled as_ she 
squirmed and the bunched curls of her 
honeypot rubbed on the slightly ribbed 
edge of the bedcover, making her feel 
even more hot and sicky. 

Shamefully, Suzie told herself that 
she needed his hand there - the way it let 
its weight be felt so that she could surrep- 
titiously rub and press against it. He 
seemed to know that, too, for it was an 
eternity before the worst of the painful 
throbbing died away, and only then did 
he sleek his palm down over the pert 
bulge of her bottom, resting it beneath for 
a moment while the ball of his thumb 
tickled her there, and her sobs began to 
melt away. | 

The bed sagged as he rose and Suzie 
heard him walk backwards to where she 
knew a writing desk was. She heard the 
sound of paper being shuffled and then 
the very slight hissing-scratching of a pen. 

‘You may dress now, Suzie’, she was 
told, and got up quivering and twisting 
her dark blue stockinged legs. But he was 
sitting with his back half to her and didn’t 
turn his head as she retrieved her fallen 
knicks and skirt. Writing as he was ina 
neat, crisp hand, he asked her if she were. 
being collected, because after all it was 
dark. When Suzie told him that she was, 
he seemed satisfied and folded his note 
and sealed it in an envelope for her to 
take with her. 

There were so many questions that 


Suzie wanted to ask, but she didn’t know 
how to frame them, and wasn’t even sure 
what they were. When he told her to 
attend again on the following Friday, she 
meekly said she would. - ‘But, but, 
but....’, she kept wanting to say, but the 
word simply wouldn’t bubble to her lips. 

A whole week passed then, and for the 
first time in months Suzie didn’t get the 
tawse. Every night she could feel her 
bottom tightening in anticipation of it, 
but nothing happened, and relief swept 
through her, though it seemed funny not 
to be attended to. But then, when she saw 
Mr Tane again at the motel, it was like he 
wanted to make up for it, she thought. 

First he made her strip to her 
stockings and shoes and stand in the 
corner while he turned the pages of a 
book until Suzie wanted to scream out 
and ask him what he was going to do. 
Then, after five long minutes, he had said 
to her quietly, ‘Come to the bed, Suzie, 
and then she had to turn and walk 
towards him as he stood, cane in hand, 
her thighs twinkling, her stocking tops 
tight, and her titties bobbing gently. 

First, though, he made her stand side- 
ways-on to him with her shoulder almost 
touching his chest. Putting the cane down 
on the bed, he placed one hand on the 
lower part of her tummy and began to 
smack her pert bottom, telling her to hold 
her head up as he did so, and his palm 
making a loud splatting sound as it met 
her proud, jellied cheeks. 

Suzie whimpered while he did it, but 
she kept as quiet as she could. It was six. 
Somehow she had known it was going to 
be six, and each one made her nether 
cheeks burn and burn. Then suddenly he 
scooped her left arm under her knees and 
cradled her in his arms and Suzie didn’t 
know how to be, and he had stood there 
utterly silent, holding her like a baby, 
with her sweetly-erected nipples pointing 


-to the ceiling and her head hanging back. 


And then he had swivelled around and 
positioned her, as before, on the side of 
the bed, and the music had blared again 
and the awful, searing cane had made her 
hips jive and roll. 

‘I believe you will soon pass, Suzie’, 
he said to her gravely afterwards, and 
gave her another sealed note to take. 

Two evenings later Suzie received her 
first tawsing for over a fortnight. Her 
bottom tingled more than it had ever 
done before under the leather, and she 
lay squirming dreamily on her tummy, 
mouth open and fingers gripping the 
bedcover still, her legs limp over the 
edge. But at least she knew that she had 
passed her first exam. 

He had gone quite deeply with her 
into her O level now. 
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The letters section of this issue of Blushes has been held 
over to the first BLUSHES SUPPLEMENT whilst photo- 
(ofg-) lal compatcia-)at-]mismag-le1.<-r6 mele) iamecemiilel-iag-1aom-m ey-1ad eel -l any 
Taa=ia=t-j a) ale mere)anlaelelalier-id(e)pmmaae)aam-Ma-t-(0(-1em\\/C-t-]aN i iallicmm cele 
might like to ponder what motivated the artist who 
designed the poster below, and more interestingly what 
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Games of the XXil 
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Poster of the Organising Committee for 1980 Olympic 
Games in Moscow. 


Anyone got any business contacts in Moscow? Looks as if 


we might sell a good few copies of “Blushes” over there, at 
K-F-T=) aa Colm dal-mum O)aet-laltyiarem Oxelanlanlian-\-ia 
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oe gota shoe on or something? No? Well then - the 


point is, if you take your bra off then you're quite 


a naked which means I’ve won, and if you remember 
= what we said in the beginning, once I’ve won, 'm 
| entitled to spank you anyway - d’you recall our 





Lo ys can ake cata bra off and ae gel pa 
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‘dittle” agreement, my precious?” Vaguely? Yes, 
_ that’s it- you can keep your bra onand get spanked, 






“ ‘ 


ee bia Mant pe des you’ re good at. sos 
hmm? You would? OK - so you'd better take your 
bra off anyway, don’t you think. Hmm?” 
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That’s the spanking over with at last. He sits and enjoys the 
glow he’s smacked into her chubby bottom, but Tracey’s face 
shows that she knows it isn’t time to go and find her pyjamas 
just yet. Rain begins to patter on the roof and behind the knee- 
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ling girl there is a creak of bedsprings; her lip starts to tremble 
and she wants to wangle her knees together, but there’s 
nothing to stop him putting her across his knee for some more 
if she’s deliberately disobedient. So she doesn’t do it; she just 
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Fifty times; “I must treat my teacher 
with respect”. Chalk scratching on matt 
black paint on a blackboard fixed to the 
front wall of an empty classroom; empty, 
that is, but for the writer and the 
begowned figures of he who has inflicted 
this imposition upon the unfortunate at 
the blackboard. 

Treat-my-teachers. The girl’s fingers 
are dusted with chalk and there are specks 
of white down the front of her grey 
cardigan. Her blouse, longer than the 
cardigan, edges it with white, both 
garments rucked up to waist level. With- 
respect. Plumped out navy knickers 
below the white bordering blouse are 
streaked with chalk dust across the full- 
ness of both cheeks, the scrabbling, 
groping traces of fingers palely evidenced 
on the dark blue knap. | 

“Come-” 

Firm-cheeked bottom bobbing snugly 
inside the knickers, slow and hesitant 
steps and a scuff of polished black shoes 
against dark-stained floorboards. 

“How many’s that, hmm?’ | 

“Er-d-don’t know sir,” timid, quiet, 


SHEAR eae aaa eset endiucr nna 


pure | 


breathless voice. Knickers tight round 
soft peachy pubic mound. 

“Go and count them then”. 

“Yes sir -” More slidey, hesitant 
footsteps, more demure waggling of 
navy-knickered buttocks. She goes back 
to the board and counts the lines down 
from the top. 

“Um - Seventeen, sir” 

"Come on then - 

Her face is a picture of not wanting to. 
Her hands clutch at her blouse and 
cardigan and pull them up a fraction and 
she makes herself stand between his legs 
as he half-sits, half-leans on a desk in the 
front row. Her thighs brush then press 
against the inside of his left leg; he puts a 
hand in the hollow of her back and coaxes 
her into bending forward a little. Her 
bottom pushes out saucily behind the 
knickers tightening around the shapeli- 
ness beneath. Rosy-hued fingers, each 


.about an inch wide where the individual 
ruler marks can be seen, spread in a 


fanned-out swathe across the un- 
knickered underbits of her bum and 
impinge too on the pale beige skin of the 
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backs of her thighs, close up under the 
buttocks. Sixteen strokes all told, but half 
ot that number hidden under the pants; 
the seventeenth about to be delivered. 
“Ooooooghooooo!” Her bum jerks 
forward a fraction of a second after the 
heavy, eighteen inch ruler impacts on her 
knickers and part-bare bum.Without a 
steadying hand against her tummy, 
nudging up close under her breasts, she 
might have topped across that left leg. As 
itis she just about keeps her balance; her 
hands squeeze frantically at her bottom, 


fresh chalky streaks adding to the finger 


marks already there on her knickers, 
except that a stripe has now been spanked 
across the chalk-dusted pants which the 
new finger marks only partly occlude. A 
haze of white powder raised in a thin flur- 
ry by that last stroke, sifts down upon 
knickers and shivery bottom and trouser 
legs and all. 

“Right - number eighteen.” 

“S-sir -” she goes back to the black- 
board, bum still tweaking from the ruler’s 
sting. Chalk squeaks dismally on the 
board. I-must-treat. 


oo 


Wet afternoons during the holidays were 
days which Nicola dreaded — days when 
she and he would be about the house 
together, she self-conscious in the brief 
little shorts or top-of-the-thigh-high skirts 
with which her wardrobe was now 
stocked, he studiedly friendly but over 
familiar with his looks and touchings and 
pats on the bottom - always up under her 
skirt and the hand deliberately cupped | 
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Only a half-reasonable excuse wanting to 
make it a tangible reality on a certain 
young lady’s actual bottom itself. 

So then he would insist they play Mono- 
poly or draughts or chess to pass the 
time. Chess, preferably, because there 
was no element of chance in that, unlike 
the other games, and because Nikki 
hadn’t yet learnt near 
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ikki couldn’t remember 

that she had ever been 

spanked for _ actual 
naughtiness. Well, maybe a 
couple of times - but not 
often. Mostly it was because 
she was ‘broody’, she was told, 
and being ‘broody’ meant 
when she pouted. 

It puzzled her sometimes. 
After all, she only really 
pouted for two reasons: one, 
when she couldn’t get her own 
way and the other oh, the 
other when she was told stern- 
ly, ‘Nikki - come here!’ She 
knew that tone of voice. It 
didn’t permit of any arguing. 
Her feet would edge forward 
hesitantly, flat black shoes 
Scraping on the carpet as she 
neared the waiting lap, her 
brief black skirt swinging bell- 
like to reveal her taut stocking 
tops,. darker even than the 
charcoal-shade of her everyday 
nylons and the pale rims of 
flesh above that seemed now to 
swell more promisingly with 
each passing month. 

As slowly as she went, and 
as stern as the command was, 
there was always patience 
throughout the ten seconds or 
so that it took her to reach the 
waiting male legs. Thena hand 
would reach out and take her 
own warm, moist one. Quite 
gently it would -take hers, 
fingers entwining, drawing her 
even closer 

For months now, Nikki had 
worn self-suspending 
stockings. They looked neater, 
she had been told and - as she 
herself knew - they held up, 
unwrinkled, even while she 
was wriggling under the 
Searing, insistent palm. 

There was still something 
dreamlike about having to 
bend right over the waiting, 
broad thighs. Her slim body 
would curve from the waist 
upwards like a slow but uncer- 
tain wave and always, as she 
did so, Nikki would clip her 
heels together, compressing 
her calves and the warm, inner 
flesh of her thighs. But to no 
purpose, even though it had 
become a habit with her. 
Taller now by a whole inch 
since she had first been 
spanked, her palms would lie 
flat upon the blue carpet as her 
short, pleated skirt was gently 
drawn up until it wreathed 
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above her hips. 

Everything happened so 
slowly at first when she was to 
be spanked. Maybe that was 
the way it had to be. But Nikki 
had learned that it was best to 
be docile. Her white blouse 
would strain against its buttons 
as her tits plumped into the 
thin material, making her 
nipples. press into the cotton. 
There would be scarcely a 
sound at first save for the soft 
swishing of her miniskirt as it 
was folded tightly, and for the 
little gulp she would utter as 
her stretched knicks revealed 
the two chubby globes of her 
bottom. Biting her lower lip 
she would receive a first 
SMACK! there - not harsh but 
admonitory. It meant that she 
had to support herself more on 
her hands and raise her hips 
slightly to allow her blue 
knickers to be rolled down over 
the plump orb of her bottom 
until the tiny garment was 
descended to the dips of her 
knees. 

Then, next, hér blouse 
would be urged upwards. 
Nikki never knew why. After 
all, it didn’t get in the way. 
Sleekly it would uncover the 
faint ridge of her spine, being 
equally gathered-up beneath 
by strong fingers in the process 
until her young tits were freed 
from the flimsy garment and 
poised their nipples nakedly. 
The hand that thus uncovered 
her torso would sometimes 
seek the swelling, silky 
mounds of her breasts to make 
sure - as it seemed to her- that 
they were completely freed. It 
made her tingly and funny 
when that happened, and she 
would feel the first awakening 
of her nipples against the 
suavely-searching palm _ that 
occasionally remain long 
enough - passing from one 
dangling breast to the other -to 
ensure that the browny-pink 
points became stiff under the 
fingers. 

Nikki would hiss her breath 
out through her nostrils then, 
feeling curious tendrils of exci- 
tement flitter through her 
resilient breasts - but otherwise 
all was still quiet. Three 
months before, when it had all 
begun, she had howled, sobbed 
and kicked her stockinged legs. 

But then, the backs of her 





bared thighs had been slapped 
first and the insistent voice 
that had first told her, ‘Come 
here!’ had admonished her 
even more sharply, saying, “Be 


} QUIET? Nikki - be quiet!’. She 


had tried, but she couldn’t. The 
spankings on her quivering, 
tightening cheeks had been so 
hard that her face had been as 
infused with pinky-red as her 
bottom had been. 

But slowly Nikki had 
learned. She. WAS quieter 
now. It was best to be, espe- 
cially after you were told, ‘I 
want no more silly howling, 
Niki, or it will be four dozen 
EVERY time’. Ina way, Nikki 
was proud of how comparative- 
ly quiet she was. Her cries 
were more muffled now. - 
‘PMMFFFF!’, she would 
always gasp when the first big 
SMACK! descended on her 


“7 waiting derriere, but it was a 


small explosion of sound 
rather than a yell. It was coarse 


| to yell, she had been told. 


Uncivilised even. He didn’t 
mind her wriggling, though. 
Between the big, = steady 
smacks he would always wait a 
few seconds before according 
her the next - wait until her 
legs had almost stopped 
twisting before another blasted 
into her reddening cheeks. 
He didn’t mind her 
sobbing: a quiet, bubbling 
sound, punctuated by the occa- 
sional and ‘quite pretty’ (he 
said) ‘OOOH-WER'" from her 
as her bottom bounced to his 
descending palm, sending 
broad tongues of flame 
through her yielding half- 
moons - tongues of flame that, 
as her hips bounced across his 
lap, first expanded and then 
sradually narrowed until they 
sought out her most intimate 
crevices and tingled and 
burned there like impatient 
fingers seeking refuge. 
Besides, there was praise 
for her sometimes, too, now, 
and that was as puzzling as 
everything else. Even when 
her little cry of ‘YOW-WER!"’ 
filled the lounge for a second, 


i she might be told, ‘Good girl, 

‘| Nikki. Up now - push it up 

F | more’, and Nikki would try - try 

|] so hard to do so, compressing 

| {her rosebud lips and hissing 
e . softly through her nostrils. 


It was when _ she first 
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became ‘good’ that her top had 
begun to be eased up until it 
was rolled under her armpits 
and tucked under, the buttons 
still fastened so that it held 
tightly there and left her tits 
bobbing to the occasional 
brushing of his palm. By the 
time she had received six (it 
was always thus, or sometimes 
even five) her nipples would 
have stiffened right up, 
burning like thorns against the 
gently-enquiring hand that by 
its casual caressing appeared to 
praise their eminence. 

Oh, the heat in her bottom, 
though! It was almost too 
much to contain, yet Nikki 
knew she must. If she had been 
asked why, she would not have 
known what to say. She just 
knew. The smacks on her 
quivering bottom were always 
rhythmical and hard. Just once 
or twice - even lately - she had 
frantically twisted one arm up 
behind her to try and fend off 
the next, but immediately then 
her wrist had been seized and 
held. 

‘No, Nikki’, she had been 
told, and in sucha tone of voice 
- one that seemed to be inflated 
by a sigh - that she had almost 
felt ashamed of her ‘silliness’ 
and had wriggled her wrist 
until it was freed and she was 
allowed to put that hand palm- 
down again on the carpet. 


‘Perhaps then (and this had. 


happened only in the past few 
weeks) her dark-stockinged 
legs would be eased apart - 
coaxingly almost, until her 
ankles spanned some eighteen 
inches and her toes turned in. 
Sometimes in between big 
smacks now would come a 
much softer one, the fingers 
splaying and trailing briefly 
under her where two tightly- 
pursed lips nestled in a haze of 
brown curls. 


It was funny how she erew 


moist and oily there, when she 
was being spanked. Some- 
times an enquiring forefinger 
would dip right under there as 
if to taste the slightly-bubbling 
moisture. At first when this 
happened, Nikki had jerked 
her hips more and made to 
close her thighs - but she had 
learned better in this respect, 
too. The tenderness of her 
creamy thighs had been imme- 
diately slapped and then a 
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wrist, inserted between the 
tops of her would-be closing 
legs had scissored them apart 


again. Not so much, she felt, by 


force as by a silent insistence 
that she had allowed to gain 
the upper hand over her. 

The smacks would be a 
little lighter then — not much, 
but a little. Sometimes, careful 
fingers would draw _ her 
rimming stocking tops even 
tighter, in the very midst of a 
spanking, and it was by such 
gestures that Nikki knew how 
she must be. More and more 
she was beginning to sense a 
certain tightness, a sort of 
alertness in the air, even half 
an hour before she was going 
to ‘be seen to’. Those three 
words she had already learned, 
as well. 

‘T shall see to you in a 
moment, Nikki’, she would be 
told. 

The first time, she had not 
replied, but then — ‘Did you 
hear what I said, Nikki?’ had 
come to her softly. ‘Yes, oh, 
yes’, she had stammered, and 
with all the feminine instincts 
she had already gathered she 


would run up to the bathroom 


and stand inside, trembling 
slightly, though not in fear but 
more in a state of mingled 
apprehension and excitement 


— like going up in a jet for the 


first time. Once you were UP, 
though... 

It was always in the 
evenings that she was spanked. 


When the day had grown 


softer, as it seemed, and dusk 
would infuse the detached, 
modern house. Slipping as 
quietly as she could to her 
bedroom, Nikki would some- 
times slip a fresh pair of 
knickers on. It was funny how 
it made her flush a little when 
she did so, turning this way and 
that before a mirror and seeing 
how, ever more pertly, her 
bum cheeks seemed to swell 
out, naked in their silky glea- 
ming, from the backstrap. 
Letting her skirt fall — 
though none that she was 
allowed to wear descended to 


QUITE cover the dark banding 


tops of her stockings — Nikki 
would hastily run a brush over 
her hair, throwing it back petu- 
lantly where it hung and swung 
in golden splendour across her 
shoulders. She had no bra to 


worry about, at least. She was 
too firm there to need one, she 
had been told. 

Flipping back -tendrils of 
hair from her forehead impa- 
tiently, Nikki would become 
conscious of the little arrows of 
sound that her small clock 
threw into the otherwise quiet 
room. Sometimes she 
wondered why _ she-° always 
stared at herself in the mirror 
at times like this, aware of the 
peaking of her gently-wobbling 
tits. 

‘Beautiful legs, Nikki’, he 

# had actually murmured a few 
evenings ago when he was 
peeling her skirt up. Her legs 
were quite long for her age 
really, though, and she was 

| proud of them. — ‘And you 
have....., he had begun next, 
ut then he had stopped and 
she had wondered what he was 
going to say. Did he mean that 
she had a beautiful bottom, 
too? If he did — if he really 
thought that — why was he 
spanking her so often now? It 
made her so conscious of it, 
like never before — aware of 
the bulbing of her proud young 
cheeks into the tightness of her 
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nickers, aware of his eyes and 
his hand on it often, for often 
between smacks he would rest 

is palm there momentarily on 
the throbbing, silky cheeks and 
sometimes would circle it 
gently before he dipped his 
finger... Oh, but that was just 
something that happened, and 
he didn’t mean it, and... ‘Come 
down, Nikki, now!’ 

Oh god, it was Friday, 
anyway, and he always ‘saw to 
her’ on Friday nights. Running 
the pink tip of her tongue 
across her lips, Nikki 
descended the stairs. Her legs 
felt wobbly. They always did, 
or rather they always did 

efore, but never after. After- 
wards she felt.... well... diffe- 
rent. Her bottom always felt 
bigger. As the fierce stinging 
slowly receded, a deep-throb- 
bing glow would take its place. 

Halfway down the stairs, ==? 'Y 
Nikki stopped as she heard a Fag 7/7 
car draw up outside. Simulta- lS 
neously she heard footsteps 
down the hall and the front 
door opening. Her hand —§ 
already slightly clammy with § 
nervous excitement — clung to 
the sloping bannister rail. 








‘All right?’ Nikki heard a 
woman’s voice say, and recog- 
nised it as that of her Aunt Jane 
whom she hadn’t seen for 
yonks. ‘Sure — come in’, 
came the reassuring reply. It 
fwas almost funny, Nikki 

thought. One moment she was 
about to be spanked and the 
jnext it obviously couldn't 
happen now. She wanted to 
Hfeel relieved — actually to 
| bubble with relief — and yet 
that wasn’t how she felt, and 
that was mad. A pout came to 
her lips — the ‘broody look’, as 

# it was called — but then, gathe- 
ring herself, Nikki tripped 

own to greet her aunt. 

‘Nikki! ow lovely you 
look!’ came her Aunt Jane’s 
greeting. “That skirt really does 
show your legs off, dear; I like 
it. Marianne wears them just as 

Short now, Jane went on, 

referring to her daughter — 

“Yes?’, Nikki answered and 

found herself flushing. Her 
mi miniskirt seemed to be 
‘| momentarily the centre of 
attraction. They were both 
looking at her admiringly in 
that region until, to break the 
brief silence, she said brightly, 


‘Pll put the kettle on — shall I?’ 

‘Right!’, replied Jane in af 
tone of voice that slightly 
echoed her professional status 
as the Headmistress of a girls’ 
school. The odd-looking long 
parcel she had brought in 
nestled by the side of her 
armchair as she took a seat. 
Not really taking it in at first, 
Nikki only noticed it when she 
came back in eventually witha 
tray and found her aunt sitting 
alone and the door from the 
lounge to the hall closed. 

‘It’s nice to be on our own, 
Nikki. I did want to talk with 
you’, her aunt said as they 
sipped from their cups. Nikki 
said ‘Oh...’, her voice trailing 
off. Little as she saw her aunt, 
Jane always appeared both 
attractive and yet authorita- 
tive. And a thousand years 
older than herself, although 
her aunt was still a few years in 
sight of forty. 

‘I mean, the way I talk to 
some of MY girls — when the 
moment is right’, Jane said and 
put down her cup to pick up the 
long package from the side of 
her chair. ‘S... something f 
you’ve bought?’, Nikki asked, | 
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although a curious feeling of 


sickly apprehension = ran 
through her. 
‘No, dear, something I 


frequently use. This, in fact, is 
a spare one. I thought it might 
take up residence here, so to 
speak’, her aunt replied with a 
smile. Then she added gently, 


‘Drink your tea and come here, 


dear. 

Oh, those words again, 
Nikki thought, but then her 
aunt couldn’t 
mean... Even as she gulped 
down a mouthful and rose 
dutifully, though, Nikki’s eyes 
widend as string was loosed 
from.around brown paper and 
in her aunt’s hand emerged.a 
whippy cane. 

‘No, please!’, Nikki wanted 
to shriek, but her lips felt 
glued, her tongue dry. In the 
old way, the same old way, her 
black shoes slurred as she 
made it slowly across the 
carpet to where her aunt sat, 
bobbing the end of the cane up 
and down on her free hand. 

‘B...b...but I don’t....’, Nikki 
began. She had found her 
voice, slightly strangled as it 
was. Even so, it was as if she 
had not spoken. ‘I call this 
my Grade Two-er, Nikki. 
Spanking is Grade One. The 
cane is Grade Two — and after 
that, sometime after that, you 
reach... Well, we’ll see, shall 
we? I want you to be good, 
Nikki, as I believe you are, and 
to be quiet. We won't be 
disturbed. I have seen to that. 
If only I had time to coach you 
more, but...’ 

A sigh came from Jane. It 
was like other sighs that Nikki 
sometimes heard when her 
knicks were down. Her aunt 
stood slowly, smoothing down 
her own close-fitting skirt. — 
‘To begin with, Nikki, Grade 
Two means that you remove 
your skirt and knickers of your 
own accord. You have been 
progressed through Grade 
One, I believe, so this first part 
will not arouse undue modesty 
in you. Come, dear, smoothly 
and gracefully, please. No... 
you face me as you do it. Silli- 
ness has no place in discipline, 
Nikki, and from what I gather I 
am pleased to know that you 
are past that stage. The 


awkward stage that most girls - 


go through, that is.’ 
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Open-mouthed, her cheeks 
flushed, Nikki found herself 
obeying exactly in the same 
way that she did when she was 
told, ‘Come here’, or when she 
even ran up to tidy her hair 
first, or... | 

And now already she was 
stepping out of the little black 
pool of her skirt, her flatheeled 
shoes making her milky thighs 
appear slightly plumper than 
when she nowadays put on 
high héels to go out. The black 
wisp of her panties that had 
begun to replace her blue, 
thicker ones, slithered down 
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under the approving eye of her 


aunt, her plump little bush 
coming into view, delicately 
shrouded with a mass of 
golden curls. Again a little gulp 


came from Nikki’s throat as 


she bent — making her chubby 
bottom protrude — and snicked 
the panties off of her ankles. 

‘Now, dear, I want you to 
turn and walk to the back of 
that armchair — the one with 
the high back — and slip your- 
self right up over it, feet OFF 
the floor, please, Nikki’. 

‘I d.ud...don’t want to’, 
Nikki whined, causing her aunt 








to raise her eyebrows in 
amusement. — ‘Oh dear, and I 
thought you had been better 
progressed, Nikki. Come on 
now, you're old enough for this 
and you have to have it. Over 
the back of the chair with you. 
Display it, Miss. SHOW it to 
me!’, barked Jane suddenly 
and with that swished the cane 
so menacingly through the air, 
almost catching Nikki’s thigh, 
that the pocket Venus jumped 
and squealed, turning at the 


same time as_ she _ had 
commanded to. 
The armchair swayed 
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tly as Nikki went up on 
tiptoe and somehow managed 
to sling her waist over it so that 
her tight-apple-round bottom 
protruded superbly, her toes 
within-an inch of the carpet 
and her face sinking down into 
the seat. Instinctively then—as 
always until she _ received 
several smacks — her black- 
stockinged legs came together 
in the most exquisite and 
harmonious curves, but then — 
blinded as to what was happe- 
ning behind her — Nikki felt 
the end of the cane intervene 


between her shapely calves 






and edge her legs apart. 

‘Legs limp — just let them 
hang, Nikki. There... that’s 
better — that’s good. Bring 
yourself up about another 
inch. More! Good! STAY”, 
Jane commanded, and stepped 
back as Nikki hung helpless, 
bemused and waiting. 

The rounded halfmoons 
showed beautifully now, and 
beneath was the peeping fig 
with its sprouting of curls. Yes 
— just the right height like that, 
Jane thought approvingly. 
Once the cane had brought its 
lesson, Nikki’s hips might have 
to be drawn back and down 
about an inch, but no more. It 
was a perfect posture in which 
to receive... 

SWOO-ISSSSH! 

Nikki yelped in the milli- 
second before the cane actual- 
ly took her, but then as it 
coursed across her bulbing 
cheeks the cry rose in pitch and 
her hips rolled wildly on the 
top of the rolled back of the 
chair. *ZEEE-EEEK!’, she 
screeched. The fire was like no 
fire she had _ experienced 
before. Oh, if only she were 
being spanked instead, and if 
her aunt weren’t here, and... 

“THEEE-OW! came her 
next burst, for even in its rising 
the cane arched and swooped 
again and cut a fiery path an 
inch below the first stroke. 
‘SHUSH, Nikki, shush! Why, I 


heard you were a QUIET girl — 


a good girl’, Jane soothed, 
noting how the squirming of 
the girl’s shapely legs revealed 
more of her nest and caused 
her bottom cheeks to roll 
together enticingly. 
‘HOOO-HOOO! I 
howled Nikki truthfully. 
‘Then you will pass this 
Grade also, my love; I know 
you will. And afterwards...’ But 
again it was to be an unfinished 
sentence so far as Nikki was 
concerned. Her strangled cry — 
instinctively smothered in the 
cushion now —’throttled into 
the air as a third sweep of the 
cane took her, urging long 
tongues of sparkling fire into 
her bulbing flesh between the 
cheeks, and even benéath 
where her lovelips seemed to 
Jane’s knowing eyes to writhe 
together. Ah yes, there was the 
most delicious promise there... 
‘Only three more, darling’, 


y) 
am!’, 


back of the chair, the creamy 
dimple of her navel peeking 
out from under her short top. 
The twin sensations were still 
there, between her thighs and 


7 | Jane coaxed. She knew the way 
"| of it well enough by now with 


~ 1 soothed 


who had only been 
One alternately 
and commanded 


girls 


/ | them. It always worked. Nikki 
* | COULD have slithered back 
*} down, on to the floor, but she 
© | didn’t. Already, then, she had 
| learned responsiveness — and 
' | that was the best of the signs. 


‘GOOO-HOOO-HOOO"’, 


1 Nikki sobbed into the mouth- 
*} wet cushion as her blazing 
"| young orb received its fourth. 


Her legs swung, kicking muti- 


| nously. Jane waited for them to 
©] be still. Five - ten - seconds 


‘| passed before Nikki’s shapely 


. young legs hung limp again, 


"Ther heels apart. 


Aha, you 


"| HAVE learned the receiving 


all over her hot bottom. Her 
nipples stood like thorns upon 
their creamy mounds and her 


posture, . my girl, Jane 
pondered approvingly. Step- 
ping forward a pace, she tipped 
the tapered end of her fore- 


| finger up under Nikki’s soft 
j nest and slowly savoured the 
| warm, inviting oiliness there, 


causing Nikki’s pink tongue to 
peep out between her even 
white teeth as it always did 
when a finger was naughty with 
her. But no alarmed cry 


tummy felt tight and funny as if as 


it were waiting for release. 


Nikki’s head hung back, her : 


lips parted. The zinging-stin- 
ging in her hot, ivory-smooth 
cheeks was still there. She 
heard footstops — footsteps 
coming down the stairs and 
along the hall. But she couldn’t 
move, she couldn’t, not even to 
pick her panties up. The door 
to the lounge opened and 
Nikki sprang her _ thighs 
together for a moment, but 
then she remembered and let 
them go lax. She couldn’t, just 
couldn’t, control herself now. 
Someone had to.... to 

Through the blearing tears 
in her eyes, the room seemed 
to have dimmed. The very 
floor seemed wobbly. 

‘Nikki — come here!’, she 
heard. 

Her flat black shoes slurred 
in the carpet as she obeyed, her 
head bowed slightly, her tits 
jiggling, prodding their stiff 
nipples forward as a hand 
reached up and took her own 


‘warm One and drew her down... 


escaped her, and Jane nodded 
approvingly to herself. 

‘Oh yes, Nikki, yes’, Jane 
uttered so softly that the girl 
did not catch the words. There 
was such a wicked tingling up 
in between Nikki’s legs now, 
after that touch, and such an 
awful, horrid scorching feeling 
in her bottom and... ‘YEEE- 
OOH!’ Nikki squealed as she 
received her fourth. 

The whole maelstrom of 
sensations in her was so wild, 
so raging, that some thirty 
seconds later Nikki was hardly 
conscious of the fact that her 
first caning was over. The chair 
quivered under her as she 
fought blindly to contain 
herself, not hearing her aunt 
quietly retreat, not hearing the 
cane clatter lightly down ont to 
the floor, where it was left in 
waiting, nor the faint click of 
the front door as it was open 
and closed. 

‘BLUB!’, she sobbed all to 
herself then, her fire-streaked 
bottom still squeezing upon 
itself. Straining her feet down, 
she managed to touch the 
floor, turning limply as she did 
so, resting one elbow on the 
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